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roared  the  stranger.  He  cocked  his  weapon 


want  to  get  shot? 


and  leveled  it 


again.  The  old  chemist  almost  fainted  from  alarm,  and  raising  his 
hand  entreatingly  he  cried:  “For  mercy’s  sake,  don’t  kill  me.” 
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The  Secret  of  the  Poisoned  Envelope. 
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BY  A  NEW  YORK  DETECTIVE. 


CHAPTER  I. 

THE  POISONED  ENVELOPE. 

The  March  wind  was  howling,  and  torrents  of  rain 
poured  down  from  the  black  sky  upon  Ann  Street  just  as 
the  bells  of  Trinity  Church  rang  the  hour  of  ten. 

At  that  hour,  and  in  such  a  fierce  storm,  the  lower  sec¬ 
tion  of  New  York  was  almost  entirely  deserted  by  people 
and  wagons. 

Midway  between  Nassau  and  William  Streets  a  dim  light 
glowed  in  the  window  of  a  dingy  little  shop,  in  which  an 
old  chemist  was  at  work  compounding  a  mixture  for  one 
of  the  nearby  wholesale  drug  houses. 

His  name  was  Toby  Green,  and  he  was  a  little,  old  man, 
with  a  bald  head,  a  fringe  of  gray  whiskers  under  his  chin, 
and  on  his  huge  nose  perched  a  pair  of  large,  rimmed 
spectacles. 

A  skulj  cap  rested  on  the  back  of  his  head,  and  a  long, 
linen  duster  covered  his  short,  heavily  built  body  from  his 
neck  to  his  heels.  While  he  was  standing  behind  the 
counter  intently  studying  the  long  rows  of  dark-blue 
bottles  ranged  on  the  shelves,  the  door  was  suddenly  opened 
and  a  gust  of  wind  blew  in  a  cloud  of  raindrops. 

Toby  gjanced  around,  with  a  nervous  start,  just  as  the 
door  closed  again,  and  beheld  a  masked  man  standing  near 
tip*  door,  aiming  a  brightly  gleaming  revolver  square  at 
bis  head  ! 

At  tip  -arre-  moment  a  man  and  a  boy  in  the  street 
p;,u,ed  and  peered  through  the  shop  window. 


As  the  old  chemist  was  taken  completely  by  surprise, 
and  was  shocked  with  alarm,  his  face  turned  pale,  his  eyes 
commenced  to  bulge  and  he  began  to  tremble  from  head  to 
foot. 

For  the  space  of  a  few  moments  there  was  a  deep  silence, 
during  which  the  frightened  old  chemist  was  carefully 
studying  the  intruder. 

He  wore  a  felt  hat,  which  was  pulled  down  over  the 
black  mask  which  covered  his  face,  a  pair  of  glittering 
eyes  shone  with  a  tigerish  expression  through  the  holes 
in  his  mask,  and  a  long,  waterproof  coat  enveloped  his 
body. 

Drenched  with  rain,  which  ran  in  tiny  rivulets  from  his 
hat  and  coat,  the  stranger  stood  like  a  grim  statue  and 
exclaimed,  in  hoarse  tones : 

“  Toby  Green,  if  you  make  the  least  outcry  or  fail  to 
do  exactly  what  I  ask  of  you  I  shall  pull  the  trigger  and 
send  your  soul  flying  into  eternity!” 

Such  sinister  stress  was  laid  upcfn  these  words  that  the 
old  chemist  shivered  ;  and  recovering  his  speech  he  re¬ 
plied,  in  low,  shaky  tones : 

“I  won't  make  any  noise.  Please  lower  that  pistol.  It 
might  go  off.  Tell  me  what  you  want.  If  it’s  reasonable 
I  may  do  as  you  ask.” 

“No,  I  won’t  remove  the  pistol  until  I  have  compelled 
you  to  obev  me !”  answered  the  masked  man,  in  decided 
tones.  “You  might  play  me  false.  If  you  did,  it  would 
ruin  my  plans.  Should  1  discover  that  such  a  job  was 
put  up  on  me  I  would  come  back  here  and  kill  you!” 

“There  is  no  treachery  about  me,”  said  Toby,  nervously. 


THE  BRADYS  AND  THE  FACTORY"  GIRL. 


2 


“I  don’t  want  to  get  shot.  [  tell  you  that  revolver  may 
go  off  accidentally  and  you  would  go  to  prison  for  shoot¬ 
ing  me.  Lower  the  pistol!  Lower  the  pistol 

‘‘Don’t  worry,  it  won't  be  fired  unless  I  press  the  trig¬ 
ger,”  answered  the  masked  man,  gruffly.  “But  I’ll  bring 
our  business  to  a  quick  finish  if  I  find  you  are  tractible. 
To  begin  the  matter,  then,  I  want  some  information;  and 
let  your  answers  be  truthful,  too,  if  you  have  any  regard 
for  your  life.  I  want  you  to  tell  me  the  name  of  the  most 
deadly  poison  you  know  of.” 

The  old  chemist  looked  surprised  at  this  question,  and 
answered : 

“As  far  as  I  know  there  is  no  poison  so  deadly  as  aconi- 
tum  napellus.  Some  people  call  it  monkshood,  others  call 
it  wolfsbane,  and  it  is  sometimes  known  as  blue  rocket.  It 
is  a  syncopant — that  is,  a  neurotic  poison,  producing  death 
by  an  interruption  of  the  motion  of  the  heart,  and  of  the 
respiration,  with  a  suspension  of  the  action  of  the  brain 
and  a  loss  of  sensation.  Common  aconite  is  the  alkaloidal 
base  of  this  drug.” 

“  What  are  the  chief  symptoms  of  a  person  poisoned  by 
wolfsbane  ?” 

“  Heat,  numbness,  tingling  in  the  mouth  and  throat,  gid¬ 
diness,  pain  in  the  abdomen  and  vomiting.  Sometimes 
there  is  delirium  and  slight  stupor.  The  eye  pupils  get 
dilated,  the  skin  gets  cold,  the  pulse  exceedingly  feeble,  the 
breathing  oppressed,  and  the  patient  has  a  violent  dread 
of  approaching  death.  Usually  he  is  perfectly  conscious, 
though  numb  and  paralyzed,  and  death  occurs  after  two 
or  three  hurried  gasps.” 

“What  is  the  treatment  to  counteract  the  poison?” 

“Give  emetics  at  once  of  castor  oil,  animal  charcoal  or 
strong  coffee,  if  a  stomach-pump  isn’t  handy.  Brandy  or 
ammonia  should  be  administered.  The  limbs  and  back 
should  be  well  rubbed  with  hot  towels,  and  artificial  res¬ 
piration  resorted  to.” 

“What  other  quick  poison  have  you?” 

“Prussic  acid.  This  poison  is  exceedingly  rapid  and 
energetic  in  its  action.” 

“I  know  something  about  that  acid,  and  don’t  want  it. 
How  much  of  the  aconite  is  necessary  to  kill  a  man  ?” 

“The  fiftieth  part  of  a  grain  of  the  alkaloid  has  proven 
fatal.” 

“A  powerful  drug,  indeed.  Have  you  got  any  handy?” 

“Yes.” 

“Let  me  see  it.”  % 

The  old  chemist  unlocked  the  glass  door  of  a  small 
cabinet,  took  a  tiny  vial  from  a  shelf  and  handed  it  to  the 
stranger. 

He  examined  it  carefully  a  few  moments,  then  stood 
it  ou  the  counter. 

Drawing  a  blank  envelope  from  his  breast-pocket  he 
opened  the  flap,  pointed  at  the  gummed  edge,  and  asked : 

“If  that  gum  were  saturated  with  the  poison  and  a 
person  should  lick  it  in  order  to  seal  the  envelope,  would 
ho  get  enough  of  the  poison  on  his  tongue  to  kill  him?” 

“He  would  get  enough  on  his  tongue  to  kill  a  horse  ” 
answered  Toby.  - 


“How  long  would  the  gum  retain  its  poisoning  property 
after  the  aconite  was  applied  to  it?”  demanded  the  masked 
man  eagerly. 

“It  might  retain  its  full  strength  about  twelve  hours, 
after  which  evaporation  would  weaken  it  gradually,  and  in 
the  course  of  time  the  poison  would  be  eliminated  entirely.” 
The  masked  man  nodded  and  laid  the  envelope  down. 
“Put  some  of  the  poison  on  that  gum !”  he  exclaimed. 

A  startled  look  flashed  over  the  old  chemist’s  face,  and 
he  gasped : 

“What  for?” 

“That’s  none  of  your  business!”  sharply  retorted  the 
stranger. 

“Do  you  mean  to  poison  somebody  with  this  envelope ?” 
“Yrou  do  as  I  tell  you  and  nfever  mind  about  my  object.” 

"  “I  won’t!”  declared  Toby,  resolutely. 

“What !”  roared  the  masked  man,  in  angry  tones. 

“You  are  planning  to  murder  sdmebody.  I  won’t  be 

V 

a  party  to  the  crime.” 

“Fool !  Do  you  want  to  get  shot?”  roared  the  stranger. 
He  cocked  his  weapon  and  leveled  it  at  Toby’s  brain 
again. 

The  old  chemist  almost  fainted  from  alarm,  and  rais¬ 
ing  his  trembling  hand  entreatingly  he  cried,  in  tones 
fraught  with  great  agony: 

“For  mercy’s  sake  don’t  kill  me!” 

“Will  vou  obev  me  or  not?”  sternlv  asked  the  other. 

%j  *v  «/ 

“YTes — yes.  I’ll  do  it!  But  if  any  harm  comes  of  this, 
and  I  am  accused  of  aiding  your  evil  purpose,  I  shall 
confess  to  the  police  that  you  compelled  me,  by  threats  of 
death,  to  do  it.” 

With  a  gesture  of  contempt  the  man  pointed  significantly 
at  the  fatal  envelope  and  poor  Toby  uncorked  the  bottle  of 
poison. 

\  Shaking  from  head  to  foot  he  applied  the  deadly  drug 
to  the  gum  on  the  envelope,  and  when  he  finished  he"* 
groaned : 


“May  the  Lord  forgive  me  if  I  have  done  wrong!” 

The  masked  man  remained  silent. 

Out  in  the  street  the  man  and  boy  had  seen  all  that 
transpired.  But  the  masked  man  did  not  see  them. 

He  eyed  the  gum  until  the  aconite  dried  into  it  and 
then  he  picked  up  the  envelope  and  put  it  into  his  breast¬ 
pocket. 


Turning  his  attention  to  the  terrified  chemist  again  he 
said : 

“Hold  up  your  right  hand!” 

Toby  obeyed,  wondering  what  was  coming  now. 

“Well?”  he  muttered,  anxiously. 

“Now  I  want  you  to  solemnly  swear,  by  all  you  hold 
most  sacred,  that  you  will  never  divulge  to  a  1  ving  soul 
that  I  came  here  and  compelled  you  to  poisoi  that  en¬ 
velope.” 

He  thereupon  dictated  a  frightful  oath  and  made  Toby 
swear  to  it,  after  which  he  said  to  the  poor  old  chemist : 

“If  I  ever  hear  that  you  have  given  me  awav.  I'll  return 

and  kill  you  as  sure  as  there's  a  heaven  above.  Do  vou 
hear?” 
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“Oh,  I'll  never  say  a  word  about  it  after  that  oath! 
replied  Toby,  earnestly.  “I  tell  you,  I'm  not  anxious  to 
die.  No  matter  what  evil  purpose  you  have  in  view,  I  shall 
be  obliged  to  keep  your  secret.  All  I  ask  of  you  now  is  to 
get  out  of  here.” 

The  man  put  his  pistol  in  his  hip-pocket. 

Outside  the  man  and  boy  vanished  from  the  window- 
pane. 

Striding  to  the  door  he  opened  it,  and  pausing  on  the 
threshold  lie  shook  his  finger  warningly  at  Toby  and  ex¬ 
claimed  : 

“Remember  vour  oath !" 

The  next  moment  he  banged  the  door  shut,  plunged  into 
the  dense  gloom  and  disappeared  from  Toby’s  view,  mut¬ 
tering  : 

“And  now  to  put  my  plan  into  practice!" 

And  removing  the  mask  from  his  face  he  slunk  along 
in  the  deepest  shadows,  craftily  peering  right  and  left  in 
a  furtive  effort  to  see  if  any  one  was  watching  him. 

There  was  not  a  soul  in  sight  in  the  street  but  himself. 

He  reached  the  corner  of  William  Street,  turned  to  the 
left  and  swiftly  made  his  way  toward  the  great  bridge 
arches. 

The  man  and  boy  crept  from  a  doorway  where  they  had 
been  hidden  and  followed  him. 

Upon  reaching  the  fork  at  Frankfort  Street  he  branched 
off  to  the  right  and  passed  over  to  the  North  William 
Street  arch. 

It  was  as  gloomy  as  a  dungeon  there,  but  he  glided  under 
the  span  and  discerned  a  girl  standing  in  the  darkness, 
waiting  for  him. 

“Is  that  you,  Paul?"  she  asked,  in  a  low,  nervous  voice. 

“Yes,  Fannv,"  he  answered,  in  softer  tones  than  he 
generally  employed.  “I’m  sorry  I  kept  you  waiting,  but 
I  had  some  important  work  to  do.  You  must  be  tired  and 
hungry  from  working  in  the  factory  all  'day.  Come  on, 
mv  dear,  and  I’ll  go  and  see  old  Mother  Zora,  the  fortune¬ 
teller." 

* 
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CHAPTER  II. 

DETECTIVES  ON  THE  TRAIL. 

As  the  man  and  the  girl  were  swallowed  up  in  the  gloom 
under  the  arch  of  the  bridge,  two  shadowy  forms  might 
have  been  seen  lurking  behind  a  fence  on  the  corner,  watch¬ 
ing  the  couple. 

These  two  were  the  couple  who  had  been  watching  Paul 
in  the  chemist’s  shop. 

They  were  Secret  Service  detectives,  and  had  their  coat- 
collars"  upturned  and  their  felt  hats  were  pulled  down  over 

*  their  eyes. 

One  was  a  man  and  the  other  a  boy,  and  they  were 
c^Jed  the  Bradys  by  every  one  who  knew  them. 

Indeed,  both  possessed  that  name,  although  there  was 
no  rhwr  fie  between  them  than  a  professional  partnership. 
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“Watch  them,  Harry,"  the  eldest  detective  whispered  as 
he  peered  around  a  corner  of  the  fence  and  held  an  um¬ 
brella  over  the  head  of  his  pupil.  “There’s  something  very 
suspicious  about  that  couple." 

“We  didn’t  follow  that  masked  man  all  the  way  from 
Toby  Green’s  to  this  place  for  nothing,  Old  King  Brady," 
answered  the  boy  quickly.  “I  infer  he’s  a  crook,  else  why 
did  we  see  him  aiming  a  revolver  at  the  old  chemist’s  head 
as  we  came  through  Ann  Street,  and  force  the  old  man  to 
saturate  the  gum  on  an  envelope  with  one  of  his  drugs?" 

“Did  you  recognize  the  girl  he  met?" 

“No.  Did  you?"  asked  the  boy  curiously. 

“Oh,  yes.  She’s  Fanny  Clark,  a  factory  girl.  She’s  the 
orphaned  daughter  of  Bob  Clark,  the  veteran  Central  Office 
detective  sergeant  who  died  a  year  ago.  I’ve  danced  her  on 
my  knee  when  she  was  a  baby." 

“Do  you  know  the  masked  man?" 

“Never  saw  him  before.” 

“There  they  go.  Follow  them — quick!" 

As  they  came  around  the  corner,  like  gliding  shadows, 
the  light  of  a  street  lamp  slanted  down  upon  them. 

It  might  then  have  been  seen  that  Old  King  Brady  was 
a  tall,  powerful  man  with  a  smooth  face  and  gray  hair. 

He  had  on  a  big,  felt  hat,  a  long,  blue  frock  coat  but¬ 
toned  up  to  the  chin,  and  wore  an  old-fashioned  stock 
around  his  standing  collar. 

The  boy  was  a  powerful,  good-looking  and  shrewd  youth 
of  less  than  twenty,  clad  something  like  his  partner. 

Both  were  brave,  keen  men,  with  a  world-wide  reputa¬ 
tion. 

The  youngest  was  learning  the  detective  profession,  and 
as  they  had  arrested  many  of  the  metropolitan  crooks  they 
were  looked  upon  as  a  dangerous  pair  to  the  “guns"  of  the 
city. 

Seeing  the  man  and  girl  turn  into  Park  Row  the  de¬ 
tectives  glided  along  in  rapid  pursuit  of  them. 

“We  mav  have  some  fun  out  of  this  adventure,  if 
nothing  else,"  said  Harry  as  they  hurried  along. 

“There’s  nothing  doing  at  headquarters  just  now,"  the 
old  detective  answered  as  he  took  a  chew  of  tobacco, 
“so  we  may  as  well  investigate  that  suspicious  character." 

“They  are  stopping  now  before  that  pawnbroker’s  sales 
shop." 

“Look  out  they  don’t  spot  you."  * 

The  officers  glided  into  a  doorway. 

From  here  they  could  plainly  see  the  man  Paul  and 
his  female  companion,  without  being  seen  themselves. 

The  pair  were  earnestly  conversing. 

Finally  they'  parted. 

The  girl  walked  up  Park  Row  and  the  man  opened  a 
hall  door  beside  the  shop  and  disappeared  from  view. 

“Which  one  shall  we  shadow  now?"  queried  Harry. 

“Both." 

“You  stay  here  and  I’ll  follow  the  girl,  as  she  fcnows 
you." 

“Don’t  lose  her  for  a  moment." 

“I’ll  meet  you  at  our  lodgings  in  Irving  Place  when  I 
finish  witb  the  factor}'  girl." 
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“Very  well.” 

Harry  hurried  away  after  the  girl  and  saw  her  making 
her  way  up  to  Canal  Street,  without  an  umbrella  over  her 
head. 

The  young  detective  had  no  shelter,  either,  and  both 
he  and  the  girl  were  drenched  to  the  skin  by  the  heavy 
rain. 

In  a  short  time  the  girl  paused  before  g  factory  build¬ 
ing  in  which  she  was  employed  and  glanced  up  at  the 
windows.  * 

A  sign  beside  the  door  read : 

\ 

“  Goldberg  Brothers,  Tobacco  Factory.” 

The  big  door  was  open  and  all  the  windows  were  ablaze 
with  light,  for  there  was  a  night  gang  on,  working  over¬ 
time. 

Entering  the  gloomy  hall  and  ascending  the  stairs  to 
the  first  floor,  Fanny  opened  a  glass  door  and  passed  into 
a  large  room. 

There  were  several  hundred  young  girls  and  men  in 
the  place,  some  packing  cigars  in  boxes,  others  pasting  on 
labels,  and  others  stamping  the  boxes. 

Another  gang  was  packing  smoking  tobacco  in  foil  par¬ 
cels,  machinery  was  buzzing  and  a  foreman  was  going  about 
inspecting  the  work,  giving  gruff  orders,  swearing  at  some, 
and  joking  with  others. 

Several  of  the  unfortunate  toilers  glanced  up  at  the  girl, 
nodded  and  smiled,  and  one  pale,  consumptive  girl  asked : 

“For  goodness  sake,  what  brought  you  back  here  in  all 
this  rain,  Fanny?” 

“I  forgot  my  umbrella,”  replied  the  girl,  hurriedly,  as 
she  glanced  toward  the  bosses’  office,  which  was  partitioned 
off  at  the  front  of  the  floor. 

It  was  dark  there,  as  the  partners  had  gone  home. 

By  the  lights  of  the  numerous  gas  jets  it  might  have 
been  seen  that  Fanny  Clark  was  a  very  handsome  but 
delicate-looking  girl  of  twenty. 

She  had  a  tall,  graceful  figure  clad  in  a  shabby,  black 
costume,  her  black  felt  hat  was  of  a  cheap  kind,  and  she 
wore  a  light-gray  sack. 

The  girl  had  pale,  hollow  cheeks,  big,  brown  ey’es  that 
were  slightly  sunken,  jet  black  hair  and  a  rather  sharp 
nose. 


She  was  afflicted  with  a  hacking  cough  from  inhaling  the 
tobacco  dust  and  fumes,  and  looked  rather  consumptive. 

Near  the  door  of  the  office,  behind  a  screen,  was  a  ward¬ 
robe  and  an  umbrella  stand  used  by  the  girls  of  the  factory, 
and  fanny  walked  toward  it  to  get  her  umbrella,  when  the 
foreman  approached. 

He  was  a  rough-spoken  man  of  forty,  with  a  red  head  and 


mustache  on  his  broad,  ugly  face. 

Pausing  and  glaring  at  Fannv  a  moment  he  suddenlv 
asked : 

“What  brought  you  back  here?” 

“1  forgot  mv  umbrella,  Mike  Daly,”  answered  the  girl, 
“and  1  may  need  it  in  the  morning.” 

“You’d  forget  your  head  if  it  wasn't  stuck  on  vour 
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shoulders,”  said  the  man,  scowling  at  her  in  an  evil  manner. 
“You  ain’t  any  too  bright,  anyway.” 

The  girl’s  pale  face  flushed  at  his  insulting  words. 

He  seemed  to  hate  her,  for  she  had  once  rejected  his 
attentions  to  her  and  it  made  him  furious. 

“Nobody  .asked  you  for  your  opinion  of  me,”  she  re¬ 
turned,  defiantly.  “I’m  sure  I  don’t  care  a  snap  about  it, 
anyhow.” 

The  foreman  got  mad  at  once. 

He  was  a  coward  and  a  bully,  with  a  great  idea  of  his 
own  importance,  and  disliked  any  disrespect. 

“Don’t  get  so  sassy,  now,”  said  he,  in  threatening  tones, 
“or  I'll  give  you  the  bounce!” 

Fanny  made  no  reply  to  this  mean,  cruel  threat,  for 
she  could  not  afford  to  lose  her  job. 

But  her  lips  were  compressed  and  a  frown  gathered  on 
her  brow  as  she  averted  her  face  and  passed  on. 

Daly  watched  her  a  moment  and  strode  away  to  vent  his 
spite  upon  a  poor  girl  who  spilled  some  tobacco  on  the 
floor. 

Fanny  hastened  over  to  the  rack  behind  the  screen. 

She  was  hidden  from  the  view  of  the  hands  for  a  few 
moments  and  glided  into  the  bosses’  office. 

The  girl  had  the  poisoned  envelope  in  her  pocket  and  her 
mind  was  filled  with  Paul’s  instructions. 

“Carry  this  envelope  to  your  bosses’  private  office  and 
put  it  in  the  drawer  of  Samuel  Goldberg’s  desk  on  top 
of  the  package  of  envelopes,  exactly  like  it  in  the  top 
drawer.  ” 

He  refused  /to  tell  her  why  he  wanted  this  done. 

As  she  was  in  love  with  Paul  Reynard,  and  thought  he 
had  a  good  reason  for  making  this  strange  request,  she 
did  not  hesitate  to  do  his  bidding. 

But  she  did  not  know  that  the  envelope  was  poisoned. 

She  did  not  suspect  that  if  Goldberg  used  that  envelope 
and  attempted  to  seal  it  he  would  die  of  poison. 

The  girl  simply  and  blindly  obeyed  orders. 

When  she  glided  into  the  private  office  the  gloom  hid  her 
from  view  and  she  quickly  opened  the  desk  drawer  and  laid 
the  poisoned  envelope  on  top  of  a  heap  of  similar  en¬ 
velopes. 

Then  she  darted  out  to  the  rack  and  got  her  umbrella. 

As  Daly,  the  foreman,  was  approaching  to  make  another 
insulting  remark  to  her,  she  rushed  for  the  door. 

Harry  had  been  peering  in  through  the  glass  at  her. 

TTe  drew  back  in  the  gloom,  and  as  she  glided  past  him 
lie  went  after  the  girl  and  shadowed  her  to  her  home. 

She  lived  in  an  east  side  tenement  with  her  widowed 
mother,  whose  sole  support  she  was. 


CHAPTER  TTT. 

TTTE  OTPSY  FORTrXE-TELT.FR. 

Old  King  Brady  remained  outside  the  door  where  Paul 
hi  i  o,ud  bad  disappeared,  for  the  splice  of  a  few  moments, 
and  then  a  signboard  met  his  glance. 
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It  was  fastened  beside  the  doorway  and  was  worded  as 

follows : 

“Madame  Zora,  Gipsy  Fortune-teller.” 

The  old  detective  smiled  and  muttered  : 

“A  fake,  of  course;  but  I'll  have  a  good  excuse  to  go 
in  if  I  pretend  that  I  want  to  get  my  fortune  told.  Per¬ 
haps  that  man  went  to  her  apartments  over  the  store  for 
the  same  purpose.” 

He  boldly  opened  the  door  and  passed  into  the  dark  hall. 
Groping  his  way  quietly  up  a  flight  of  rickety  stairs  to  the 
landing  above  he  caught  view  of  a  dim  light. 

It  was  streaking  out  between  the  folds  of  a  dirty  pair  of 
faded  old  portieres  hanging  over  a  door. 

Cautiously  approaching  it  Old  King  Brady  parted  the 
curtains  and  peered  into  the  fortune-teller’s  room. 

It  was  furnished  in  a  queer  fashion,  in  order  to  strongly 
impress  the  credulous  people  upon  whom  the  woman  im¬ 
posed.  • 

There  were  a  few  old  rugs  on  the  floor,  the  walls  were 
painted  jet  black,  and  upon  them  hung  the  skeletons  of 
several  animals,  the  stuffed  skins  of  snakes  and  several 
preserved  bats. 

All  the  furniture  was  of  odd  design,  and  a  lamp  made 
of  a  human  skull  stood  upon  the  curiously  carved  table. 

Its  dim  glow  exposed  to  view  a  little  old  woman  with  a 
yellow,  wrinkled  face,  a  hooked  nose  and  an  almost  tooth¬ 
less  mouth. 

She  wore  a  black  dress,  and  from  beneath  a  hood  of  the 
same  material  a  few  stray  locks  of  her  white  hair  escaped, 
lending  her  shrunken  features  a  witch-like  appearance. 

Opposite  the  old  woman  sat  Reynard,  and  she  was  hold¬ 
ing  one  of  his  hands  in  hers  a'hd  intently  studying  the 
palm. 

“Well,”  Old  King  Brady  heard  him  say,  “what  do  you 
see?” 

The  detective  could  now  see  that  he  was  a  tall  man, 
with  a  dark,  sinister  face,  deep  black  eyes  and  a  Van  Dyke 
beard  covered  the  lower  part  of  his  face. 

It  was  the  most  evil  set  of  features  he  had  ever  seen. 

After  he  had  asked  that  question  there  was  a  quick 
reply. 

“Death  and  disaster!”  croaked  the  old  woman  hoarsely. 

“Then  my  plans  are  going  to  fail,  are  they?”  nervously 
asked  the  man,  for  he  was  a  believer  in  her  fortune-telling. 

“In  the  end — in  the  end !”  responded  the  hag,  as  a  huge, 
black  cat  leaped  upon  her  shoulders  and  peered  with  wide, 
staring  eyes  at  the  man.  “You  will  succeed — ay — but  I 
can  only  see  awful  destruction  ahead  of  you.” 

“From  what?”  he  asked  in  trembling  tones. 

“You  have  two  enemies — two  terrible  men — no,  a  man 
and  a  boy,  who  will  work  out  your  ruination.” 

“Do  you  know  who  they  are?”  he  asked  eagerly. 

“  Vo  That  is  beyond  Zora — far  beyond  her  power.  But 
i  cari  describe  them.  One  is  a  tall,  white-haired  man  with 
a  smooth  face.  The  boy  dresses  like  him.  They  seem  to 


be  in  business  together.  Beware  of  them,  Reynard,  be¬ 
ware  of  them!” 

A  frown  mantled  the  man’s  dark  brow. 

“  You  generally  tell  me  true,”  he  muttered. 

“Zora  never  fails.” 

“Can  you  see  into  my  plans?” 

“Easily.  You  want  money — a  fabulous  sum.  And  you 
can  get  it  by  the  death  of  a  rich  relative.  You  are  his 
only  heir.  You  are  planning  to  put  him  out  of  the - ” 

“Stop!”  gasped  Reynard,  interrupting  her  in  tones  of 
horror.  “You  are  a  demon!  You  know  every  man’s 
secrets.  Say  no  more.  There  may  be  listeners.” 

And  he  glanced  around  nervously  over  his  shoulder. 

The  old  hag  laughed  and  chuckled  and  mumbled  some¬ 
thing. 

Finally  she  fastened  an  intent  gaze  of  her  keen  eyes 
upon  the  man  and  whispered  in  low,  hoarse  tones : 

“Your  cowardice  is  awful.  It  will  get  you  into  trouble 
some  djay.  You  mark  what  I  tell  you.  Why,  •  Reynard, 
you  haven’t  even  got  the  courage  to  carry  out  your  ideas. 
You  have  to  get  innocent  people  to  do  your  dirty  work 
for  you.” 

Reynard  arose,  intensely  excited,  and  gasped,  hollowly : 

“Other  people?” 

“Yes — a  poor  girl,  who  foolishly  loves  you.” 

“May  the  demon  take  you,  Mother  Zora - ” 

“  She  is  the  tool  you  employ.  And  the  death — ugh ! 
Poison!  The  work  of  the  assassin*!  Stop  it!  Stop  it! 
You  go  too  far  for  gold !  You  must  not  do  this  job  or  you 
are  doomed,  I  tell  you !” 

Reynard  was  panting  and  pale  by  this  time. 

The  old  hag  seemed  to  read  his  innermost  thoughts  and 
it  frightened  him  to  find  that  some  one  knewT  his  evil 
designs. 

That  old  woman  might  expose  him ! 

Frenzied  b}r  the  thought  he  suddenly  became  panic- 
stricken. 

“It’s  a  lie — a  lie !”  he  roared.  “You  are  a  fool.  I  have 
no  such  plans.  By  your  accursed  imagination  you  will 
send  me  to  the  electric  chair.” 

“You  can’t  deceive  me  retorted  the  old  gipsy,  in  tones 
of  scorn.  “Zora  knows!  Zora  knows!  She  can  read  the 
future,  and  the  past  is  an  open  book  to  her.  Men’s  minds 
may  as  well  be  under  the  X-rays  when  I  study  them.  I 
can  see  what  they  think.  People  may  scoff  at  the  old 
fortune-teller,  but  what  she  says  is  true — true!” 

Reynard  caught  her  by  the  throat  in  his  vise-like  hands. 

“You  imp  of  Satan,  I’ll  strangle  you!”  he  hissed.  “Do 
you  want  to  repeat  those  foul  lies  about  me  to  officers  of  the 
law  and  put  me  in  trouble?  I’d  kill  you  as  I  would  a  rat 
if  I  thought  that  were  your  game.  Speak  out!” 

“Let  me  go,  you  hound!”  gurgled  the  gipsy  in  choking 
tones.  “I’ll  curse  you!  I’ll  put  an  evil  spell  on  you  if 
you  dare  to  hurt  me !” 

“Swear,  then,  by  all  you  hold  sacred  that  you  will  not 
tell  people  your  absurd  suspicions,  or  I’ll  choke  the  life 
out  of  you  !” 

“Help!”  gasped  the  old  woman. 
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Just  then  Old  King  Brady  glided  into  the  room. 

Seizing  Reynard  by  the  hair  of  his  head  the  old  detec¬ 
tive  gave  him  a  violent  jerk  that  hurled  him  to  the  floor. 

The  old  crone  fell  back  in  her  chair,  shaking  from  head 
to  foot,  and  as  she  rocked  her  body  to  and  fro  she  groaned, 
dismally : 

“Oh!  Oh!  He  tried  to  kill  me!  He  tried  to  choke 


me !” 

Then  she  sprang  up,  pointed  excitedly  at  the  detective 
and  shrieked : . 

“See!  See!  There  stands  vour  nemesis!” 

Reynard  had  given  vent  to  a  smothered  curse,  and  roll¬ 
ing  over  he  saw  who  assailed  him  and  yelled,  furiously: 

•  “Blast  you,  that  will  cost  you  your  blood!” 

As  he  scrambled  to  his  feet  he  drew  a  long-bladed  dirk 
from  the  belt  under  his  coat  and  rushed  at  the  detective. 

Old  King  Brady  recoiled. 

In  doing  so  he  bumped  against  the  table. 

The  lamp  was  upset  and  the  light  was  put  out. 

Dense  gloom  suddenly  fell  tfpon  the  scene,  and  the  old 
woman  gave  a  piercing  shriek  which  was  echoed  by  a  cry 
from  her  cat,  and  then  her  footsteps  scrambled  across  the 
floor. 

As  Old  King  Brady  drew  aside  he  aimed  a  fearful  blow 
of  his  fist  at  the  spot  where  Reynard  was  coming. 

The  detective’s  iron  fist  came  in  contact  with  Reynard's 
face  and  he  was  knocked  down  again,  yelling: 

“Oh,  this  is  too  much!” 

He  was  possessed  of  an  ungovernable  temper. 

It  made  him  hate  the  old  detective,  and  being  of  a  spite¬ 
ful  disposition  he  swore  to  avenge  that  crushing  blow. 

As  he  got  up  again  and  took  a  firmer  gri]\on  his  keen 
knife  he  made  up  his  mind  to  stab  the  officer. 

But  he  did  not  know  who  his  antagonist  was. 

In  that  dense  gloom  he  could  not  see  Old  King  Brady, 
nor  could  the  detective  locate  him. 

Zora  had  fled  from  the  room. 

An  oppressive  silence  prevailed  for  a  few  moments,  each 
man  on  the  alert,  keenly  listening  to  hear  the  slightest 
sound  by  means  of  which  he  might  locate  the  other. 

Old  King  Brady  had  seen  the  dagger  in  his  enemy’s 
hand  and  knowing  that  his  life  was  in  danger  he  drew  his 
revolver. 

Pulling  off  his  hat  he  tossed  it  on  the  floor  across  the 
room. 

Slight  as  the  noise  was  which  it  made  when  it  fell  the 
man  with  the  dirk  heard  it. 

Plunging  in  the  direction  the  sound  came  from  he  be¬ 
trayed  his  location  by  the  sound  £>f  his  footsteps. 

As  quick  as  a  flash  Old  King  Bradv  shot  at  him,  and  a 
wild  yell  of  agony  from  the  man  proclaimed  the  fact  that 
the  ball  had  hit  its  mark. 


Another  deep  silence  followed. 

Old  King  Brady  lit  a  match  and  holding  it  up  lie 
glanced  around. 

Reynard  had  silently  vanished. 

The  man  was  really  a  coward,  and  that  punch  and  shot 


had  convinced  him  that  he  was  fighting  against  a  man  who 
would  whip  him. 

Fearing  to  get  the  worst  of  a  fight  he  discreetly  fled. 

A  grim  smile  played  over  the  old  detective’s  face. 

“Fled!”  he  muttered. 

He  waited  a  few  minutes  and  seeing  nothing  of  the  man 
he  went  downstairs  and  accosted  a  policeman  in  the  street. 

“Yes,-”  said  the  patrolman,  “I  saw  the  man  you  de¬ 
scribed.  He  rushed  out  of  that  hall,  boarded  a  Third 
Avenue  car  and  rode  uptown,  a  few  moments  ago.” 

The  old  detective  thanked  him  and  muttered : 

“I  must  go  and  see  Toby  Green  about  that  fellow.” 


CHAPTER  IY. 

THE  VICTIM  OF  AN  ASSASSIN. 

% 

\  t 

It  was  only  a  quarter  of  an  hour  later  that  the  detective 
reached  the  chemist’s  shop  in  Ann  Street,  and  found  the 
old  man  still  behind  his  counter,  compounding  his  drugs. 

They  nodded  to  each  other,  and  Toby  asked: 

“Well,  sir?” 

“I  am  Old  King  Brady — a  detective.” 

“Ah — yes — I  see!” 

“Some  time  ago,  to-night,  my  partner  and  I  were  pass¬ 
ing  by  here  and  saw  a  man  forcing  you  to  wipe  a  drug  on 
the  gum  of  an  envelope - ” 

“Ah!  You  saw  that,  did  you?” 

“Yes.  We  peered  in  the  window.  Then  we  followed  the 
man,  in  an  effort  to  find  out  why  he  acted  so  peculiarly.” 

“Did  you  succeed?” 

“No.”  , 

“That’s  unfortunate.” 

“Will  you  explain  what  he  difl  here?” 

“Certainly.  He  was  masked.  Came  in  and  wanted  to 
know  all  about  the  poison  aconite.  When  I  told  him  he 
forced  me  at  the  point  of  a  revolver  to  put  some  on  the 
gum  of  an  envelope  he  took  from  his  pocket.” 

“Did  he  give  you  a  reason  for  it?” 

“No.” 

“What  do  you  suspect?”  < 

“Murder.” 

that  poison  is  sure  death,  then,  to  any  one  who  licks 
the  envelope.” 

Yes,  indeed.  It  was  a  plan  of  fiendjsh  ingenuity.  The 
\  ictim  of  the  man  will  not  suspect  his  danger.  He  will 
meet  his  doom  without  knowing  it.” 

A  poisoner  iS  the  meanest  kind  of  an  assassin.  His 
victim  has  no  show  to  defend  himself.” 

Mr.  Brady,  I’m  glad  you  called  here.  If  any  one  dies 
of  using  that  poisoned  envelope,  T  want  you  to  record  the 
tad  that  I  put  the  poison  on  the  envelope  against  tnv  will.” 

“You  will  certainly  not  be  held  to  blame  for  it,  Mr. 
Green.” 

I  bis  reply  pleased  and  relieved  the  old  chemist* 

He  held  a  loug,  earnest  conversation  with  the  old  de- 
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icetive  and  when  Old  King  Brady  departed  they  were  on 
the  friendliest  terms. 

Upon  reaching  his  lodging  in  Irving  Place  the  old  de¬ 
tective  met  Harry,  and  they  exchanged  explanations  of 
what  had  happened.  •  / 

‘‘What  do  you  think  of  the  whole  strange  affair?”  asked 
the  boy. 

Old  Kins:  Bradv  reflected  a  few  moments. 

He  carefully  analyzed  all  the  circumstances,  and  then 
answered : 

‘‘The  words  of  the  gispy  fortune-teller  seemed  to  fit 
Reynard's  case,  for  he  writhed  under  her  strange  accusa¬ 
tions.  If  her  words  are  true,  then  the  case  is  simply  Rey¬ 
nard  and  Fannv  are  lovers.  The  man  is  the  heir  of  some 
rich  person.  He  wants  to  kill  his  relative  in  order  to  gain 
possession  of  a  fortune.  To  do  the  job  he  hit  upon  the 
plan  of  forcing  Green  to  put  poison  on  the  gum  of  an 
envelope.  This  envelope  will  be  put  where  his  intended  vic¬ 
tim  will  use  it.  We  may  soon  hear  of  a  person  dying  mys¬ 
teriously  of  poison  and  Reynard  becoming  rich.  The  pois¬ 
oned  man  will  be  Reynard’s  victim.” 

‘‘But  what  had  Fanny  Clark  to  do  with  the  case?” 

‘‘I  can’t  see  that  she  had  anything  to  do  with  it  at  all.” 

“Why  did  she  return  to  the  factory  where  she  worked 
after  leaving  Reynard?  The  gipsy  said  Reynard  was  going 
to  use  her  to  do  Ills  horrible  work.” 

“You  said  she  seemed  to  have  gone  to  the  factory  to  get 
an  umbrella  she  had  left  there?” 

“I  peered  through  the  glass  door  of  the  factory  when  she 
went  in,”  replied  Harry,  “and  I  saw  her  speak  to  some 
of  the  factory  hands  and' then  go  over  near  the  private 
office  of  her  boss,  where  she  disappeared  behind  a  screen. 
A  few  moments  later  she  reappeared  with  an  umbrella  in 
her  hand  and  came  out  of  the  place.  I  then  traced  her 
home.” 

“Well,  I  can’t  see  that  her  movements  had  anything  to 
do  with  Reynard’s  plan  to  poison  somebody,”  said  Old 
King  Brady. 

“Nor  can  I.” 

“We  have  one  recourse.” 

“And  that  is?” 

“To  call  at  the  factory  and  question  her  to-morrow.” 

“She  may  be  able  to  shed  some  light  on  the  mysterious 
actions  of  the  man  she  was  with  last  night.” 

The  ‘detectives  retired. 

Next  morning  early  they  went  down  to  the  Central  Office. 

Here  they  were  saluted  by  their  chief  with  the  remark : 

“  Good  morning !  Glad  you  came,  gentlemen.  I’ve  got 
3  job  for  you.” 

“A  job?”  asked  Harry. 

“Yes.  A  call  from  the  Chambers  Street  Hospital.” 

“What  is  it?” 

“Man  taken  there  poisoned.” 

“Poisoned  ?” 

“Such  are  his  symptoms.” 

“Who  is  he?” 

“Samuel  Goldberg,  the  rich  tobacco  manufacturer  of 

Canal  Street.” 


The  Bradys  glanced  at  each  other  meaningly. 

Harry  then  asked,  interestedly: 

“When  was  he  poisoned?” 

“At  eight  o'clock  this  morning  a  telephone  message  from 
Mr.  Goldberg's  office  summoned  an  ambulance.  The  sur¬ 
geon  found  the  tobacco  manufacturer  lying  sick  in  his 
office.  As  he  had  little  chance  to  recover,  and  as  no  one 
knew  how  he  got  poisoned,  the  hospital  authorities  tele¬ 
phoned  to  me  for  an  officer.” 

“When?”  queried  the  old  detective,  consulting  his  watch. 

“Five  minutes  ago.” 

“Who  did  you  send  over?” 

“Nobody;  I  was  waiting  for  you  to  take  up  the  case.” 

“Glad  you  did,  as  I  suspect  we’ve  already  been  working 
on  it.” 

The  chief  looked  surprised. 

But  he  made  no  comment. 

The  detectives  hurriedly  departed. 

“Let’s  hear  from  you!”  sang  out  the  chief  as  they  left. 

The  Bradys  headed  for  the  hospital  with  all  speed,  for 
their  interest  in  this  peculiar  case  was  gradually  being 
aroused  by  past  events. 

“I  hope  we’ll  reach  the  hospital  before  he  dies,”  said 
Harry  as  they  hurried  along  the  street. 

“No  telling,”  muttered  his  partner. 

Within  a  short  time  they  reached  the  hospital,  and  meet¬ 
ing  the  head  physician  with  whom  they  were  acquainted, 
Old  King  Brady  shook  hands  with  him  and  said : 

“The  chief  sent  us  over  about  the  Canal  Street  case.” 

“Yes,  I  telephoned  for  you,”  replied  the  doctor. 

“Is  the  patient  alive  yet?” 

“He  is;  but  he  can’t  live.” 

“Can  we  see  him?” 

“Of  course.  Come  with  me.” 

He  led  them  to  a  dormitory  and  pointed  at  a  snowy  cot 
upon  which  laid  a  man  with  a  Jewish  cast  of  features,  cov¬ 
ered  by  a  short,  black  beard. 

His  face  was  pale,  he  was  raving  with  delirium,  his  e}^ 
were  greatly  dilated  and  his  skin  was  very  cold. 

A  nurse  and  two  physicians  stood  beside  him,  who  had 
used  a  stomach-pump  on  the  man  and  were  now  giving  him 
emetics. 

As  the  Bradys  and  the  head  doctor  joined  the  others, 
Harry  asked: 

“What  ails  him?” 

“He  has  every  symptom  of  aconite  poisoning,”  replied 
the  chief  doctor.  “In  fact,  I’ve  analyzed  the  contents  of 
his  stomach  and  examined  his  mouth.  The  tongue  and 
food  bear  unmistakable  signs  of  aconite.  See  the  pain  he 
suffers  in  the  abdomen.  His  pulse  is  very  feeble.  The 
man  will  die  of  collapse,  or  asphyxia  due  to  paralysis  of 
the  respiratory  organs.” 

“How  did  he  get  poisoned?” 

“We  don’t  know.  But  we  do  know  that  he  got  a  certain 
per  cent,  of  the  drug  on  his  tongue,  and  the  saliva  carried  it 
into  his  stomach  and  intestines - ” 

“Would  licking  the  poisoned  gum  of  an  envelope  affect 
him  so?” 


8 


THE  BRADYS  AND  THE  FACTORY  GIRL. 


“Yes.  I  was  just  going  to  say  he  licked  some  substance 
bearing  the  awful  poison.  There  is  none  on  his  lips.” 
dust  then  the  unfortunate  patient  gave  several  hurried 


gasps  and  as  all  his  muscles  relaxed  he  fell  over  on  his 
back. 

His  jaw  dropped  and  his  eyes  sprang  open  and  became 
lixed. 

The  head  doctor  pointed  at  him. 

“Dead ! ”  said  he.  “Gentlemen,  you  are  too  late  to  learn 
anything  from  the  unfortunate  man’s  lips.” 

“Too  bad.  We  believe  he  is  a  victim  of  foul  play,”  Old 
King  Brady  answered.  “As  we  can  do  no  good  here  we 
will  thank  you  and  take  our  departure,  doctor.” 

They  thereupon  left  the  hospital. 

“Come  to  the  factory,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “We 
must  get  all  the  details  there  to  find  out  positively  the 
reason  why  that  man  was  murdered  and  how  it  was  done.” 

“He  was  neither  a  suicide  nor  the  victim  of  an  acci¬ 
dent,”  said  Harry.  “The  poor  fellow  died  at  the  hands 
of  an  assassin,  and  we  must  get  evidence  against  the  vil¬ 
lain.” 


CHAPTER  V. 

THE  GIRL  ACCUSED. 

. 

As  the  Bradys  expected,  they  found  the  factory  in  a 
state  of  intense  excitement  when  they  went  in. 

All  the  hands  were  working,  but  they  were  breaking  a 
strict  rule  by  talking  aloud  over  one  of  the  'bosses  illness. 

Mike  Daly,  the  rough  foreman,  was  in  the  private  office 
with  Isaac  Goldberg,  the  surviving  brother  of  the-  mur¬ 
dered  man. 

The  latter  was  a  little,  fat  man,  with  a  gray  mustache. 

When  the  Bradys  entered,  they  were  discussing  the 
matter  earnestly,  and  Old  King  Brady  said  to  the  sur¬ 
viving  owner : 

“Can  we  speak  privately  to  you,  sir?” 

This  was  a  polite  hint  to  Daly  to  get  out,  but  he  failed 
to  take  it. 

“What’s  your  business?”  the  foreman  asked,  crossly. 

“None — with  you,”  answered  Harry,  sharply. 

“  I  suppose  you  want  me  to  clear  out  ?” 

“Exactly.  We  are  detectives.” 

Dalv  said  no  more,  but  hastily  departed. 

When  he  was  gone  the  boy  turned  to  the  senior  member 
of  the  firm  and  said  to  him,  in  low  tones: 

“Your  brother  is  dead.” 

“Poor  Sam!  I  expected  it,”  said  the  tobacconist  sadly. 

“He  was  murdered.” 

“  No — no  !” 

“1  say  he  was.  Some  one  poisoned  him.  Do  you  know 
who?” 

“No,  I  don’t.” 

“Had  he  any  enemies?” 

“Not  one.  Everybody  liked  Sam.” 


“Was  he  a  married  man?” 

“Sure.  He’s  got  a  wife  and  four  children. 

This  answer  surprised  the  Bradys,  for  Zora  said  Rey¬ 
nard’s  expected  victim  had  no  relatives,  and  that  Reynard 
was  the  sole  heir  of  his  rich  uncle.  As  this  man  had  a 
family,  Reynard  could  not  expect  to  inherit  the  old  man's 
money. 

t j 

There  was  some  error  in  the  gipsy’s  fortune-telling. 

The  gipsy  had  not  told  the  real  facts  it  seemed,  and 
Harry  now  demanded  of  Mr.  Goldberg: 

“Don’t  you  know  who  killed  him,  and  why  it  was  done?” 

“I  do  not.” 

“Or^how  he  got  poisoned?” 

“I  haven’t  the  faintest  idea.” 

“That’s  very  mysterious.” 

“It  is,  sir.” 

“Please  detail  the  circumstances.” 

“At  eight  o’clock  my  brother  and  I  came  in  here.  He 
sat  down  at  his  desk,  there,  and  wrote  a  letter  and  ad¬ 
dressed  an  envelope.  Folding  the  letter  and  putting  it  in 
the  envelope  he  sealed  and  addressed  it.  The  next  moment 
we  heard  him  groan  and  saw7  him  fall  to  the  floor.” 

“Well?” 

“He  was  like  one  paralyzed.  He  could  neither  move  nor 
speak,  yet  he  seemed  to  have  his  senses.  I  tried  to  get  him 
to  tell  me  what  happened,  but  failed.” 

“You  then  sent  for  an  ambulance?” 

“I  did.” 

“What  did  the  doctor  diagnose  his  case?” 

“As  poison  by  aconite.” 

“Then  wdiat  happened?” 

“He  wras  taken  away  in  the  ambulance.” 

“Where  is  the  letter  your  brother  mailed?” 

“I  sent  it  to  the  post-office  with  other  letters.” 

“That’s  a  grave  mistake,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  in  tones 
of  intense  disappointment.  “That  envelope  poisoned  him. 
Who  v7as  it  addressed  to?” 

“I  don’t  know.” 

Here  vras  another  disappointment. 

The  detectives  had  hoped  to  recover  the  envelope. 

It  now  seemed  that  there  w7as  no  wav  to  recover  it, 
for  the  dead  man  could  not  tell  vdio  it  was  addressed  to. 

At  a  venture,  however,  Old  King  Brady  asked : 

“Do  you  know  to  whom  he  was  going  to  write  this 
morning?”  * 

“  Dm  sorry  to  say  I  do  not,”  replied  the  old  gentleman. 

“Then  you  can  throw  absolutely  no  light  on  the  mys¬ 
tery  ?” 

“None  whatever,  sir.” 

rI  he  detectives  drew  aside  and  Harry  whispered  to  his 
partner : 

“It  s  evident  the  fatal  envelope  we  saw7  in  Paul  Reynard's 
possession  was  what  caused  Goldberg's  death  unless  an¬ 
other  poisoned  envelope  like  it  was  in  his  hands.” 

“If  it  was  Reynard’s*  envelope,  how  came  Goldberg  to 

get  it?” 

“Only  from  one  source.” 

“And  that  was?” 
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**Fann\\  ihe  factory  girl." 

*  *  >- 

"You  think  Reynard  got  her  to  give  it  to  him,  eh?” 

"How  else  could  it  be  brought  in  here?” 

"True.  The  girl  must  be  guilty,  Harry.” 

"When  she  came  back  here  last  night  she  may  have 
slipped  into  his  office  and  put  the  poisoned  envelope  where 
he  could  reach  it.  In  that  way  he  could  have  got  it  and 
used  it.” 

“Let  us  question  the  girl.” 

Harry  turned  to  Isaac  Goldberg  and  said : 

*  . 

“Will  you  send  Fanny  Clark  here?  We  wish  to  speak  to 
her.” 

"Certainly,”  said  the  tobacco  dealer  in  some  surprise. 

He  went  to  the  door  and  called  the  girl. 

She  was  sitting  at  a  table  labeling  cigar  boxes  and  arose 
and  entered  the  office. 

As  she  was  acquainted  with  Old  King  Brady,  and  knew 
his  business,  she  looked  a  little  startled  when  he  eyed  her 
in  a  cold,  strange  manner. 

“Good  morning,  Fanny!”  said  the  old  detective,  in  sober 
tones.  “I  want  some  information  from  you  about  the 
poisoning  of  Mr.  Goldberg.  Do  you  know  anything  ..  ;out 
the  matter?” 

“Not  a  thing,  Old  King  Brady,”  she  answered. 

The  detective  gazed  keenly  at  the  girl  and  saw  that  she 
was  perfectly  sincere  in  her  reply,  and  he  then  said : 

“See  here,  my  girl,  I’ve  got  something  of  rather  a  pe¬ 
culiar  nature  to  ask  you  about  your  doings  last  night.”  ✓ 

“What  do  you  allude  to,  Mr.  Brady?” 

“When  you  left  this  factory  you  went  down  to  the  bridge 
to  meet  Paul  Reynard  under  the  North  William  Street 
arch,  didn’t  you  ?” 

The  girl  looked  astounded,  but  she  nodded  and  said  : 

“I  don’t  see  how  you  know  about  that,  but  I  did.” 

“Then  you  and  he  walked  over  to  Madame  Zora’s  on 
Park  Row?” 

“We  did.  Were  you  shadowing  us?” 

“Yes.  While  standing  in  the  fortune-teller’s  doorway 
Paul  gave  you  an  envelope,  told  you  to  bring  it  to  this 
office,  and  asked  you  to  keep  the  matter  a  secret,  didn’t  he?” 

Still  more  surprised  the  girl  nodded  and  said,  frankly: 

“He  did.  You  must  have  been  standing  near  by  to  hear 
and  see  what  was  said  and  done  between  us.” 

“We  were  close  by  you,  Fanny.  In  fact,  Harry  shadowed 
vou  to  the  factory  again  when  you  went  for  your  umbrella. 
Now,  when  you  came  back  here  to  get  the  umbrella  behind 
the  screen,  didn’t  you  bring  the  envelope  Reynard  gave 
you  into  this  office?” 

“Of  course  I  did.” 

“Where  did  vou  put  it?” 

“In  the  top  drawer  of  Mr.  Samuel’s  desk  on  top  pf  a 
bundle  of  similar  envelopes.  That’s  what  Paul  told  me 

to  do.” 

“Where  did  he  get  that  envelope?  I  mean  Paul?” 

“1  took  it  from  the  same  drawer  day  before  yesterday  at 
his  fitiggestion  mu]  gave  it  to  him.”. 

“For  vrhat  purpose?”  /  f 

“j  don’t  know.  He  didn’t  tell  me.” 


“And  then?” 

“He  kept  it  a  day,  returned  it  last  night,  and  ordered 
me  to  put  it  back  where  I  found  it.  And  I  did  so.” 

“I  see.  Didn’t  you  know  the  envelope  was  poisoned?” 

“No,  indeed!  Was  it?” 

“Yes;  and  it  was  on  account  of  licking  the  gum  on  that 
envelope  that  Mr.  Goldberg  poisoned  himself  and  died.” 

“Good  gracious  !”  gasped  the  startled  girl,  turning  death¬ 
ly  pale. 

“We  saw  Paul  force  a  chemist  to  put  the  poison  on  that 
envelope.  It  was  a  deliberate  assassination.  You  were 
made  the  innocent  tool  in  Reynard’s  hands  to  kill  the  man. 
Now  we  want  to  arrest  him.  Where  can  he  be  found?” 

“I  don’t  know  his  address.  He  never  gave  it  to  me,” 
faltered  the  terrified  girl.  “He  always  met  me  at  my 
house.” 

“Who  is  he,  anyway?” 

“I  really  don’t  know.  Mr.  Samuel  Goldberg  once  intro¬ 
duced  me  to  him  and  we  fell  in  love  with  each  other. 
Since  then  he  sometimes  called  on  me  and  met  me  by  ap¬ 
pointment.” 

“Poor  girl!  That  man  is  a  murderer.  Do  you  know 
if  he  had  a  grudge  against  Samuel  Goldberg?” 

“I  really  could  not  say,  Mr.  Brady.”’ 

“Well,  he  has  got  you  into  a  serious  scrape.” 

“Lock  her  up,  officer!”  roared  Isaac  Goldberg  excitedly. 
“If  she  had  a  hand  in  the  murder  of  my  brother  I  demand 
justice.  Put  her  in  jail.  She’s  the  murderer’s  accom¬ 
plice  !” 


CHAPTER  VI. 

„  A  SUSPICIOUS  ACCUSATION. 

r 

The  office  door  was  wide  open  and  as  the  factory  owner 
spoke  in  loud  tones  every  one  out  in  the  workshop  heard 
what  was  said. 

They  turned  around  and  glanced  in  amazement  at 
Fanny. 

Then  they  began  to  comment  on  it. 

Old  King  Brady  advanced  toward  the  frightened  girl, 
and  she  shrank  back  and  gasped,  in  tones  of  horror: 

“No,  no;  you  must  not  arrest  me,  Mr.  Brady!” 

“My  duty  compels  me  to,”  said  the  old  detective. 

“But  I  had  no  intention  of  in  jurying  Mr.  Goldberg.” 

“Perhaps  no  intention,  but  you  certainly  were  the  inno¬ 
cent  cause  of  his  death,  Fanny.” 

“And  will  I  be  blamed  for  it?” 

“Unless  you  can  prove  your  innocence,  you  will.” 

“But  how  can  I?”  she  asked,  blankly. 

“I  don’t  know,”  answered  the  detective,  shrugging  his 
shoulders. 

Fanny  burst  into  tears. 

“My  poor  mother!”  she  groaned.  “The  news  of  this 
disgrace  will  break  her  heart.  Oh,  Paul — Paul — why  did 
you  do  this?” 
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She  sobbed  in  a  perfect  fever  of  agony. 

To  end  the  harrowing  Iscene  Old  King  Brady  said : 

“Come  on,  Fanny;  have  some  nerve  about  you.  Don’t 
give  up  to  yoi^r  fears  like  that.  We  know  you  were  the 
innocent  tool  of  a  perfidious  scoundrel,  and  we  shall  see 
that  you  do  not  suffer  for  another  person's  villainy.” 

“But  they’ll  put  me  in  prison.” 

“It  can’t  be  helped.  You  may  not  have  to  stay  there 
long,  and  when  you  dome  out  you  can  come  back  here  to 
work.”  t 

“Never!”  passionately  cried  Mr.  Goldberg,  banging  his 
desk  with  his  fist.  “I’ll  never  allow  that  girl  to  work  in 
my  factory  again  after  this  affair.” 

Old  King  Brady  looked  at  him  angrily. 

“But  if  she’s  innocent  you  can’t  refuse  to  take  her,” 
said  he. 

“Oh,  yes,  I  can.  She  ain’t  innocent.  She  just  admitted 
that  she  brought  here  the  poisoned  envelope  her  accursed 
lover  doctored  so  as  to  murder  my  poor — poor  brother.  Oh, 
Samuel,  the  only  one  for  whom  I  cared — to  be  killed  in 
such  a  manner!  It  is  terrible — terrible — terrible!” 

Fanny  dried  her  tears  and  gazed  at  him  in  amazement. 

“Since  when,”  said  she,  “did  you  work  up  such  an  in¬ 
tense  love  for  youf  half-brother?  Sam  Goldberg  was  your 
half-brother,  you  know.  And  there  never  was  a  day  that 
you  and  lie  didn’t  fight  bitterly  over  business  matters. 
Every  one  in  the  factory  knows  it.  You  needn’t  pretend 
you  are  so  grief  stricken.  If  you  do  you’re  a  hypocrite!” 

Goldberg’s  face  flashed  and  he  pointed  at  the  girl. 

“Take  that  crazy  fool  out  of  here !”  he  snarled. 

“I'm  not  crazy !”  retorted  Fanny,  whose  spirit  was  ris¬ 
ing  under  the  excitement.  “Many  a  time  I’ve  heard  .you 
threaten  to  brain  your  brother,  or  put  him  in  an  insane 
asylum.  Now  he’s  dead  you  want  to  make  believe  that 
you  loved  each  other.  Why — only  this  morning  ycm  and 
he  had  a  fearful  quarrel  just  before  his  death,  and  you 
can’t  deny  it.” 

The  Bradys  listened  to  this  interesting  disclosure  with 
some  surprise,  and  glanced  significantly  at  each  other. 

In  order  to  end  the  matter  the  old  detective  said,  curtly : 

“It  seems  you  ain’t  a  very  truthful  man,  Mr.  Goldberg. 
I  can’t  rely  on  anything  you’ve  told  me  in  that  case.  We’ll 
have  to  seek  our  information  from  another  source,  it  seems. 
You’ll  hear  from  us  again  pretty  soon.” 

“Sir!”  cried  the  tobacco  dealer,  bridling  up. 

“Is  Reynard  a  friend  of  his?”  Old  King  Brady  asked 
Fanny. 

“Yes.  He  was  a  friend  of  both  brothers,  I  believe.” 

“Ah — ha!  I  see.” 

“Don’t  you  believe  her!”  snapped  Goldberg,  furiously. 
“I  don't  know  such  a  person  as  she  mentions.” 

The  detective  ignored  him. 

“Did  Reynard  call  here  often?”  he  asked  the  girl. 

“No.  Only  once  or  twice.” 

“What  was  his  business?” 

“He  told  me  he  was  a  speculator.” 

“More  than  likely  a  gambler,  for  we  know  lie's  a  crook.” 

“I  don't  know.  But  l  hate  him  now.  after  what  has 


happened.  If  you  doubt  his  being  here  and  being  a  friend 
of  Isaac  Goldberg,  just  ask  any  of  the  factory  hands  and 
they  will  back  up  what  1  said.” 

Old  King  Brady  nodded  and  whispered: 

“Come,  Fanny — let’s  get  out  of  here.  Put  on  your 
hat  and  coat.” 

The  girl  was  not  anxious  to  remain  there  any  longer 
after  the  way  her  boss  treated  her,  and  she  said : 

“All  right,  Mr.  Brady — I’ll  go  with  you.” 

She  went  t;o  the  wardrobe  and  put  on  her  hat  and  coat. 

Just  then  Mike  Daly  stepped  up  to  her,  gave  the  girl  a 
malicious  grin,  and  said,  sarcastically  : 

“I’m  glad  I  never  had  anything  to  do  with  you,  after  all. 
No  man  wants  to  be  married  to  a  murderess.” 

i . 

“I  am  no  murderess!”  she  retorted,  stung  by  his  words. 

“Oh,  yes,  you  are.  Amu’ re  being  arrested  as  one.” 

“I  ain’t,  and  you’re  a  coward  for  taunting  me  this  way !” 

“Who’s  a  coward?”  he  demanded,  with  a  scowl. 

“Arou  are!”  > 

“Take  that  for  your  impudence  !”  * 

He  hauled  off  his  hand  and  slapped  her  face. 

The  girl  gave  a  cry  and  reeled  back. 

Harry  had  seen  the  cowardly  blow  and  dashed  forward. 

“You  cur!”  he  shouted,  his  eyes  flashing  with  indigna¬ 
tion.  “To  hit  a  woman.  I’ll  punish  you  for  that!” 

He  gave  the  man  a  punch  in  the  eye,  turned  him  around 

and  kicked  him. 

\ 

Daly  was  wild  with  rage. 

Turning  upon  the  boy  he  began  to  swear  at  him,  and 
doubling  up  his  fists  he  darted  straight  at  the  boy  to 
knock  him  out. 

Harry  did  not  flinch. 

Eying  the  bully  coolly  he  awaited  the  attack. 

Out  shot  Daly’s  fist,  and  the  boy  dexterously  parried  it 
with  his  right  arm,  and  drove  in  a  left  uppercut  which 
landed  square  on  the  foreman’s  nose  and  drew  the  blood. 

The  jolt  sent  Daly’s  head  back. 

Before  he  could  recover  Harry  dashed  forward  and  gave 
him  another  punch  straight  from  the  shoulder,  which 
landed  on  his  jaw. 

A  groan  escaped  him  and  he  fell  stunned  to  the  floor. 

“Down  and  out !”  commented  the  boy,  grimly. 

“Serves  him  right,”  added  Fanny.  “But  the  blow  he 
gave  me  is  in  keeping  with  his  mean  disposition.” 

“Come;  we’d  better  go,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 

They  left  the  factory,  watched  by  every  one,  and  a  girl 
leaned  over  to  her  companion  and  said  sympathetically. 

“Poor  Fanny!  She’s  in  terrible  trouble  now.” 

The  Bradys  reached  the  street  with  their  pale  prisoner, 
and  ranging  on  each  side  of  her  they  walked  awav. 

She  was  escorted  to  the  nearest  poliee  station,  where  the 
case  was  explained  to  the  captain. 

“What  charge  can  you  make  against  her?”  he  asked 

“Merely  send  her  to  the  lock-up  as  a  suspicious  person 
and  we  will  have  her  held  in  court  as  a  witness.  I  don't 
want  to  blacken  her  character  by  entering  a  charge  of  com¬ 
plicity  in  a  murder,  against  the  poor  girl.” 
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"You  are  kind  to  me,"  said  the  grateful  girl.  “AYould 
vou  mind  notifying  my  mother  of  the  facts,  Mr.  Brady  ?” 

"I  will  call  on  her  myself  and  ease  her  fears.  Ha,ve  you 
auy  letters  at  home  from  that  man  Reynard?” 

"None.  He  never  wrote  to  me.” 

The  girl's  pedigree  was  taken  and  she  was  saved  the 
ignominy  of  going  to  a  cell  by  being  committed  to  the  care 
of  the  matron. 

I  The  Bradys  cheered  her  by  saying  they  would  try  to  get 
her  out  at  the  earliest  opportunity,  and  then  departed. 

Going  straight  to  the  girl’s  house  they  met  her  kindly 
faced  old  mother,  who  knew  the  old  detective,  and  gently 
broke  the  news  to  her. 

As  her  husband  had  been  an  officer  she  was  not  so  badly 
shocked  as  most  people  would  be  under  the  circumstances, 
but  she  felt  bad  enough  about  the  matter. 

“I  never  could  bear  that  man  Reynard  when  he  called 
here  to  see  my  child,”  she  told  the  detectives.  “There  was 
something  singularly  repulsive  about  him  to  me.  But  as! 
long  as  Fanny  loved  him  I  could  not  object,  for  the  poor 
child  had  little  happiness  in  this  life,  and  I  did  not  wish 
to  spoil  any  pleasure  she  might  have  got  out  of  his  com¬ 
pany.”  •  ^ 

“We  know  she  was  an  innocent  tool  in  the  hands  of  that 
murderer,  Mrs.  Clark,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  “but  we 
had  to  hold  her  as  a  witness,  to  comply  with  the  law.  It 
is  our  plan  to  catch  Reynard  now  and  rake  up  enough  evi¬ 
dence  to  convict  him  of  the  crime.  When  his  trial  tajkes 
place  Fanny  will  be  exonerated,  of  course,  and  that  will 
put  an  end  to  a  disagreeable  incident.  In  the  meantime  we 
will  look  out  for  you,  financially,  for  Fanny  can’t  work 
now  to  support  you.” 

“God  bless  you,  Mr.  Brady!”  said  the  widow,  and  thare 
were  tears  of  gratitude  in  her  eyes. 


CHAPTER  VII. 

0 

SHADOWING  THE  FACTORY  OWNER. 

When  the  Bradys  parted  with  Fanny’s  mother  they  w£nt 
down  to  Secret  Sendee  headquarters  and  explained  to  the 
chief  what  they  did. 

“To  sum  it  all  up,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  “we  first  saw 
Paul  Reynard  last  night  in  Toby  Green’s,  forcing  the 
1  chemist  to  poison  the  envelope.  Next  we  traced  him  to  the 
bridge  arch  where  he  met  Fanny  Clark.  They  went  to 
Madame  Zora’s  door.  Here  they  parted.  Harry  shadowed 
Fanny  to  the  Goldberg  Brothers’  Canal  Street  factory 
where  she  put  the  poisoned  envelope  in  Samuel’s  desk,  got 
hr-;-  umbrella  and  went  home.  I  then  entered  the  fortune- 
u  1  if':  -  room  and  heard  her  reading  Reynard’s  palm  pretty 
accurately.  He  tried  to  choke  her  and  I  went  in  and 
whipped  him.  Then  T  returned  to  Green,  and  learned  how 
Reynard  forced  him  to  poison  the  envelope.  Going  home 
f  met  Harrv.  This  morning  we  went  to  the  hospital,  but 
the  poisoned  man  did  not  recover.  Then  we  went  to  his 


factory  and  failed  to  learn  more  than  that  he  was  stricken 
right  after  sealing  an  envelope.  Isaac,  his  brother,  mailed 
the  letter  and  failed  to  notice  who  it  went  to.  The  girl 
admitted  Reynard  induced  her  to  get  the  envelope  he  had 
poisoned  and  said  she  knew  nothing  about  the  poisoning, 
and  brought  it  back  last  night.  She  certainly  is  innocent 
of  willful  complicity.  Isaac  Goldberg  declared  his  brother 
had  no  enemies,  but  the  girl  swears  that  he  and  Sam  were 
always  quarreling  about  money  matters.  We  locked  up  the 
girl  and  notified  her  mother,  after  which  we  came  here.” 

“I  see,”  said  the  chief,  lighting  a  cigar  and  reflecting. 

“We  must  now  capture  Reynard.  He’s  the  murderer 
and  merely  employed  the  girl  as  an  innocent  tool  to  carry 
out  his  evil  machinations.” 

“ You  don’t  know  why  he  killed  Goldberg,  do  you?” 

“No.  And  we  haven’t  got  a  clew  yet.” 

“If  you  find  out  his  object  you  may  unravel  the  entire 
mystery  of  the  poisoned  envelope.” 

“We  are  going  to  try  to  get  at  his  object,  chief.” 

“There’s  more  in  this  case  than  appears  on  the  surface.” 

“Have  you  formed  any  theo^of  the  murder?” 

“Only  two  objects  could  have  actuated  the  criminal — 
either  gain  or  revenge.” 

“The  former  theory  seems  most  plausible.” 

“Why  so,  Old  King  Brady?” 

“  On  account  of  the  gipsy’s  accusation  agitating  Reynard 
so  much.” 

“Appearances  are  usually  deceptive.” 

“I  don’t  believe  a  man  seeking  vengeance  would  take 
such  a  roundabout  way  to  attain  his  purpose.” 

The  chief  was  still  reflecting. 

He  had  a  certain  idea  in  his  mind  and  said: 

“Do  you  imagine  Reynard  was  the  chief  gainer  by  Gold¬ 
berg’s  death  ?” 

“Who  else  would  be?” 

“Didn’t  it  dawn  on  your  mind  that  he  might  be  acting 
for  some  one  else?”  < 

“No.  Who,  for  example?” 

“Isaac,  the  half-brother  of  the  murdered  man.” 

The  Bradys  were  struck  by  this  idea. 

It  was  certainly  something  neither  of  them  had  thought 
of. 

After  a  pause  Old  King  Bradv  asked : 

“What  gave  you  that  notion?” 

“All  the  circumstances  surrounding  the  case.  If  Samuel 
were  dead  Isaac  would  own  the  business.  You  know  how 
they  quarrelled.” 

“But  how  about  Reynard?” 

“He  may  be  merely  a  tool  in  the  employ  of  Isaac.” 

“I  see.” 

“Lacking  courage  to  carry  out  a  bargain  be  made  to  kill 
Samuel,  he  probably  employed  the  girl  to  leave  the  pre¬ 
pared  envelope  where  it  was  bound  to  fall  into  the  hands 
of  the  murdered  man.  He  would  be  paid  well  for  his 
work.” 

There  was  sense  in  such  reasoning. 

Harry  now  said : 

“It  may  be  to  our  interest  to  watch  Tsaac  Goldberg.” 
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"Of  course  you  are  at  liberty  to  conduct  the  case  your 
own  way.  I  don’t  pretend  to  govern  your  actions  or  limit 
your  scope.  But  I  was  so  impressed  with  this  theory  that 
I  tliought  it  would  do  no  harm  to  mention  it.  If  you  feel 
that  it  will  be  of  any  value  to  you,  why  act  upon  the 
suggest  ion  when  you  feel  so  disposed.” 

“We  shall  look  into  it,  chief.” 

“You  can  try  to  get  some  points  from,  the  factory  girl, 
the  gipsy  fortune-teller  may  give  you  a  'clew,  or  you  might, 
learn  something  of  interest  by  shadowing  both  Goldberg 
and  Reynard.” 

“The  latter  gentleman  will  doubtless  keep  out  of  the  way 
•now,  for  the  newspapers  have  published  reports  about  some 
of  our  findings  and  he  will  thus  be  warned  of  his  danger. 

The  Bradys  had  great  faith  in  the  sagacity  of  their  chief. 

It  was  important  to  find  a  motive  for  the  deed,  and  they 
then  expected  to  easily  run  down  thp  perpetrator  of  it. 

After  some  further  conversation  they  went  out. 

In  the  street  they  separated. 

Harry  went  to  the  court  where  Fanny  was  to  be  ar¬ 
raigned,  and  Old  King  Brady  disguised  himself  and  pro¬ 
ceeded  to  Goldberg’s  factory. 

When  the  old  detective  reached  the  place  he  saw  a  wooden 
sign  at  the  door  upon  which  was  painted: 

“Porter  Wanted.” 

Delighted  at  this  discovery  he  went  in  and  met  Daly, 
who  had  a  black  eye. 

“Hornin’  boss,”  said  he  to  the  foreman;  “lookin’  fer  a 
job.” 

“As  porter?”  demanded  Daly  sourly. 

“Yes,  Mr.  Goldberg;  can  I  have  the  place?”  asked  the 
old  officer  as  he  glanced  at  the  decoration  Harry’s  fist 
had  put  upon  the  bully’s  optic. 

Daly  was  pleased  to  be  mistaken  for  the  owner. 

It  touched  his  vanity,  and  he  said,  more  pleasantly: 

“We  need  a  porter  badly.  How  much  money  do  you 
expect  ?” 

“Dollar  a  day.” 

“That  will  suit  us.  Can  you  give  references?” 

“Not  written.  But  I  can  bring  one.” 

“You  mean  a  recommendation?” 

“That’s  it.” 

“From  whom?” 

“  Doctor  Harry,  No.  —  Irving  Place,  where  I  worked 
last.” 

“We’ll  try  you.  Want  to  go  to  work  now?” 

“I  don’t  mind.” 

“Consider  yourself  engaged  on  trial.” 

“Thank  you,  sir.” 

“Your  first  duty  will  be  to  take  in  the  sign  downstairs, 
after  which  you  can  come  up  and  wash  all  those  windows, 
shift  those  packing  cases,  lower  the  goods  down  the  hatch¬ 
way,  help  the  driver  to  load  and  unload,  sweep  floors,  make 
fires,  dust,  mark  cases  and  so  on.” 

“Oh,  I  understand  a  porter's  duties.” 

“Good  enough.  You  won’t  need  much  directing,  then.” 


“No  more’n  yer’d  give  any  other  helper  here.” 

“What’s  your  name?” 

“James  King.” 

“Get  to  work.” 

“Yes,  sir.” 

The  foreman  went  into  Isaac  Goldberg’s  office  to  report 
that  he  had  engaged  a  new  porter  for  the  firm. 

Old  King  Brady  pitched  into  his  work  like  an  expert  and 
did  it  so  well  that  Daly  and  Goldberg  were  delighted  with 
him. 

All  the  factory  hands  eyed  the  new  porter  keenly  and 
made  whispered  comments  upon  his  work  and  appearance. 

Despite  the  fact  that  Old  King  Brady  worked  hard  all 
day,  he  managed  to  keep  Isaac  Goldberg  under  strict  sur¬ 
veillance. 

He  saw  the  tobacco  manufacturer  rummage  through  his 
dead  brother’s  desk,  carefully  examining  the  contents. 

In  the  morning  a  lawyer  called  on  Goldberg  and  the 
detective  heard  the  old  fellow  tell  his  attorney : 

“Sam  will  leave  but  little  money  to  his  wife  and  children. 
He  speculated  in  Wall  Street  and  lost  most  of  his  wealth.” 

“But  he  owned  a  half  interest  in  this  business,  didn’t 
he?” 

“Once,  yes.  A  month  ago  he  sold  out  his  interest  to  me 
for  ten  thousand  dollars.  I  have  his  receipt  yet.  We  did 
not  dissolve  partnership  publicly  as  we  did  not  want  it 
known;  but  the  fact  is,  I  employed  him  and  paid  him  a 
salary  for  his  services.” 

“You  can  prove  all  this  to  the  surrogate,  of  course?’’ 

“Without  any  trouble,  sir.” 

“Then  he  died  a  practically  poor  man.” 

“Exactly.” 

The  lawyer  departed  and  the  detective  saw  Isaac  take 
some  small  books  and  papers  from  the  safe  and  put  them 
in  his  pocket. 

At  six  o’clock  Goldberg  left  the  factory. 

Old  King  Brady  followed  him. 

The  detective  saw*  the  man  ride  uptown  as  far  as  West 
Thirty-fourth  Street,  into  which  thoroughfare  he  turned. 

When  he  reached  a  certain  house  near  Seventh  Avenue 
he  paused,  gazed  furtively  around  to  see  if  he  was  being 
watched,  and  suddenly  darted  into  the  area  where  he  van¬ 
ished. 

“A  gambling  den,”  commented  the  detective.  “It's 
called  the  Gotham  Club  and  its  patrons  are  rich  men.  But 
it’s  one  of  the  worst  joints  in  the  city.  Can  he  be  a 
gambler?  I’ll  go  in  and  find  out  more  about  this  cagey 
individual.” 

He  altered  his  appearance,  and  ascending  the  stoop  he 
rang  the  bell. 

# 


CHAPTER  YTTT. 

GAMBLING  FOB  HIGH  STARKS. 

A  negro  in  a  full-dress  suit  answered  the  old  detective's 
summons  and  he  asked  in  a  careless,  easv -going  manner: 
“Well,  sail?” 
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“1$  the  tiger  in?"  queried  Old  King  Brady,  giving  the 
password. 

“He  am,  sail.” 

“1  am  bucking  against  it.” 

“Come  in,  sail.” 

And  the  doorkeeper  slipped  off  a  chain  that  held  the 
door  and  Old  King  Brady  handed  him  his  hat  and  received 
a  check  for  it. 

The  negro  did  not  recognize  him  as  a  regular  patron 
of  the  place,  and  gazed  rather  searchingly  at  him  in  the  dim 

hall. 

But  as  Old  King  Brady  had  given  him  the  correct  pass¬ 
word  he  had  no  alternative  but  to  admit  him. 

The  detective  had  often  been  in  that  place  before,  and 
being  familiar  with  his  surroundings  he  unhesitatingly 
opened  the  parlor  door  and  passed  inside. 

He  found  himself  in  a  bewildering  blaze  of  light. 

It  came  from  several  enormous  gilt  chandeliers  which 
twinkled  with  myriads  of  lights. 

They  showed  a  magnificent  gambling  room,  carpeted  in 
deep  crimson,  and  the  silk-hung  walls  were  glittering  with 
gold-rimmed  mirrors  and  elegant  oil  paintings. 

Upon  pedestals  of  carved  onyx  in  the  corners  stood  fine 
marble  busts  and  figures,  and  the  windows  were  draped 
with  silk. 

In  the  front  room  was  an  elegant  faro  table  which  was 
surrounded  by  a  number  of  eager  players  in  dress  suits. 

Through  the  beautiful  portieres  of  satin  separating  the 
front  from  the  rear  the  detective  saw  a  roulette  wheel  and 
a  number  of  card  tables,  all  of  which  were  well  patronized 
by  well-dressed  men. 

This  gilded  den  of  vice  was  not  patronized  by  common 
ordinary  crooks,  but  the  men  of  shady  reputation  who 
haunted  its  gaming  tables  were  people  whose  roguery  was 
for  vast  sums  to  gratify  their  lust  for  gold. 

Glancing  around  Old  King  Brady  soon  observed  Isaac 
Goldberg  seated  at  one  of  the  card  tables  earnestly  speak¬ 
ing  to  a  distinguished-looking  young  man. 

This  person  had  a  slender  yet  powerful  body,  clad  in  a 
regulation  Tuxedo  suit,  and  a  brilliant  diamond  stud 
sparkled  in  his  white  shirt  bosom.  f 

He  had  light-brown  hair,  parted  in  the  middle,  a  thin, 
clean-shaven  face  of  rather  dark  complexion,  and  keen, 
black  eyes. 

The  man’s  nose  was  rather  prominent,  his  hands  white, 
and  his  nails  were  carefully  manicured. 

Apparently  about  twenty-five  years  of  age,  he  gave  one 
the  impression  of  being  a  college  student. 

There  was  an  aristocratic  air  about  him,  and  he  lazily 
puffed  at  a  fragrant  Havana  and  sipped  a  brandy  cocktail. 

Old  King  Brady  eyed  him  curiously  and  wondered  who 
be  was. 

Then  he  sauntered  toward  the  pair  and  heard  Goldberg 
say : 

“ It’-;  the  chance  of  your  life,  Charley,  and  you  should 
not  throw  it  away.” 

“But  1  don’t  care  a  rap  about  buying  a  partnership 


in  your  confounded  old  cigar  factory,  Isaac.  I  can  employ 
my  ten  thousand  dollars  to  better  advantage.” 

“You’ll  gamble  it  away  in  less  than  a  week  if  you  don’t 
secure  it,”  persisted  Goldberg.  “Besides,  I  want  to  keep 
an  eye  on  you  now,  for  I’ve  got  a  deep  interest  in  you. 
1  can’t  afford  to  lose  track  of  you,  my  boy.  Besides,  I 
fear— fear - ” 

“What?”  asked  the  other  with  an  amused  smile.. 

“I  fear  if  you  are  left  to  your  own  resources  you  will 
come  after  me  and  keep  coming  after  me  for  more  money 
until  you  have  me  bankrupt.” 

The  young  man  laughed  louder  than  ever. 

“What  a  true  prophet  you  are,”  said  he. 

Isaac  scowled  and  looked  very  uncomfortable. 

After  a  moment’s  thought  he  looked  up  and  said,  in 
serious  tones : 

“Now  see  here,  Charley,  you’ve  been  a  pretty  expensive 
luxury  for  me,  and  I  can’t  afford  to  keep  on  supplying 
you  with  money  to  was^e  in  profligacy.” 

“Can’t  you?”  coolly  asked  the  other. 

“No,  I  can’t;  and  what’s  more,  I  won’t!” 

“Indeed !” 

“You  must  be  satisfied  with  what  I’ve  given  you.” 

“But  I  ain’t.  It  will  do  for  the  present,  though.” 

Goldberg  bit  his  lip  with  vexation. 

He  was  out  of  patience  with  his  companion. 

“Let’s  get  out  of  here,”  said  he  at  length  as  he  attempted 
to  rise. 

“Sit  down !”  said  the  young  man. 

Isaac  complied,  with  a  look  of  surprise. 

“What  for?”  he  demanded. 

“I  came  here  to  play — not  to  get  lectured.” 

“  But - ” 

“No  more  objections,  please.” 

“What  do  you  want  now?” 

“I  want  you  to  play  faro  with  me.” 

“But  I’ve  got  no  desire  to - ” 

“Bosh!  How  much  money  have  you?” 

“About  one  hundred.” 

“That  will  do.  Come  on,  Isaac.  It’s  foolish  to  remain 
so  serious  all  the  time.  Forget  your  troubles  for  a 
short  time  at  least.  Your  life  is  too  short  to  waste  it  in 
groans  and  tears.  Here — your  whisky  is  gone.  Have 
more - ” 

“No — no,  Charley.” 

“But  I  say,  yes!” 

And  seizing  a  decanter  he  poured  a  liberal  potation  in 
his  companion’s  glass  and  added,  impatiently: 

“Drink  that!” 

Goldberg  weakly  submitted. 

He  seemed  to  have  no  will  of  his  own  where  this  young 
man  was  concerned,  for  he  drank  the  liquor. 

Fearing  to  attract  their  attention  if  he  remained  there 
too  long  watching  the  pair,  Old  King  Bradv  strolled  over 
to  the  roulette  table  and  began  to  play  for  a  small  sum. 

He  saw  Charley  and  Mr.  Goldberg  go  into  the  front 
room  and  start  playing  faro. 

In  a  few  minutes  he  followed  them  in 
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They  were  not  speaking  now,  but  the  tobacco  dealer  was 
playing  for  a  short  limit  and  soon  lost  all  his  money. 

A  glum  look  crossed  his  face. 

“Em  through!”  said  he  at  length. 

“Chicken-hearted!”  sneered  his  friend.  “Watch  me.” 

He  pulled  out  a  big  wad  of  money  and  began  to  make 
one  hundred  dollar  bets. 

Bad  luck  followed  all  his  ventures. 

Several  thousand  dollars  left  his  roll. 

.  Goldberg  grew  alarmed. 

“Stop  it!”  he  gasped.  “You’ll  lose  all  you  have !” 

The  young  man’s  cheeks  were  flushed  and  there  was  a 
feverish  glitter  in  his  eyes  as  he  turned  furiously  upon  the 
Jew  and  hissed : 

“You  leave  me  alone!” 

“I  want  to  save  your  money,”  pleaded  the  other. 

“Shut  up,  you  fool,  shut  up  !” 

He  made  such  a  fierce  gesture  and  there  was  such  a 
dark,  dangerous  look  upon  his  face  that  Goldberg  recoiled. 

The  gambling  fever  was  on  the  young  man. 

He  was  very  reckless. 

Money  was  no  object  to  him. 

lie  went  on  playing, .  undaunted  by  his  losses,  and  a 
crowd  of  amazed  spectators  watched  him  steadily  lose  until 
at  length  ten  thousand  dollars  in  cash  waa  gone. 

Goldberg  gave  a  dismal  groan. 

He  was  horrified. 

But  the  young  man  was  cool  and  collected  enough. 

•  “I’m  broke!”  said  he.  \ 

“Too  bad,”  coldly  answered  the  banker  at  the  table. 

“But  I’m  not  through.” 

“You  must  have  money  to  keep  on  playing  here.” 

“Will  you  accept  Goldberg’s  check  for  a  thousand  and 
permit  me  to  play  it  in  one  bet?” 

“Yes.”  ,  • 

The  young  man  turned  to  the  tobacco  dealer. 

Fixing  a  baleful  glare  of  his  dark  orbs  straight  upon 
the  wavering  eyes  of  the  horror-stricken  man,  he  hissed: 

“Write  me  a  check  for  a  thousand!” 

“But - ”  began  Goldberg  hoarsely. 

“Do  as  I  tell  you!  '  Quick,  too!” 

With  a  groan  the  Jew  drew  a  blank  check  from  his 
wallet,  filled  it  out  for  the  requisite  amount  and  handed 
it  over. 

The  young  man  played  the  Jack  of  Knaves  to  win. 

Every  one  was  deeply  interested  as  they  watched  the- 
dealer  to  see  what  the  result  of  the  bet  would  be. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

FANNY  OUT  ON  BAIL. 

♦ 

When  Harry  reached  the  court  he  had  a  private  conver¬ 
sation  with  the  judge  before  whom  Fanny  Clark  was  ar¬ 
raigned. 

“1  want  the  girl  sent  to  the  House  of  Detention  in  Mul- 
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berry  Street,”  said  the  young  detective.  “I  suspect  that 
she  is  implicated  in  the  murder  of  Samuel  Goldberg,  the 
factory  owner.” 

“What  evidence  have  you  to  hold  her?”  asked  the  judge. 

“Only  the  girl's  admission  that  she  aided  the  real  crim¬ 
inal.” 

“I  can’t  hold  her  except  as  a  witness,  unless  you  make 
a  criminal  charge.” 

“That  will  do.  I  don’t  wish  to  make  a  criminal  charge 
against  her.” 

When  the  examination  took  place  the  factory  girl  in¬ 
nocently  told  all  she  knew  about  the  murder  in  so  far  as 
her  connection  with  it  was  concerned. 

Having  finished,  the  judge  said: 

“I  am  going  to  hold  you  as  a  witness,  Miss  Clark.” 

At  this  moment  one  of  the  most  famous  and  high-priced 
lawyers  in  the  legal  profession  arose  and  asked : 

“Isn’t  this  young  lady  to  have  any  defense?” 

“None  is  necessary  yet,”  replied  the  judge,  in  surprise. 

“I  beg  to  differ  with  Your  Honor.  I  have  been  retained 
to  defend  this  girl  by  parties  whose  name  I  do  not  care 
to  divulge.  In  my  opinion  you  cannot  help  but  accept  a 
charge  of  her  complicity  in  this  murder,  and  I  demand  that 
she  be  examined  and  held  for  trial.” 

“But  I  merely  wish  to  hold  her  in  the  House  of  De¬ 
tention.” 

“Your  Honor,  with  all  due  respect  for  you,  I  object.  If 
she  once  gets  buried  in  that  place  there  is  no  telling  when 
she  will  get  out  again.  I  want  her  committed  for  trial 
so  I  can  secure  bonds  for  her  appearance  in  court  when 
she’is  wanted.  There  is  no  reason  why  she  should  be  denied 
her  liberty  pending  the  time  when  she  will  be  put  on  trial.” 

The  judge  looked  embarrassed. 

He  could  not  deny  the  lawyer’s  application. 

Turning  to  Young  King  Brady  he  said: 

“I  can’t  refuse  his  request.” 

The  boy  was  amazed  at  the  unexpected  turn  events  had 
taken  and  wondered  who  the  girl’s  hidden  friend  was. 

Suspecting  treachery,  he  said  to  the  judge: 

“Commit  her  to  the  Tombs.” 

The  papers  were  made  out  and  Fanny  was  saved  from 
the  House  of  Detention  and  sent  to  the  City  Prison. 

Here  the  great  lawyer,  with  the  consent  of  the  district 
attorney  and  the  sheriff,  furnished  bail,  and  Fanny  was 
liberated. 

Hanw  had  followed  these  proceedings  closely; 

Y  hen  the  girl  was  liberated  the  boy  saw  the  lawyer  escort 
her  to  his  office,  where  he  held  a  long,  private  conversation 
with  her. 

She  then  left  the  place. 

Harry  met  her  in  the  hall  and  bowed. 

“Miss  Clark,”  said  he,  “I  see  you  are  out  on  bail." 

Oh,  is  that  you,  Mr.  Brady?"  she  replied,  without  show¬ 
ing  any  resentment  toward  him.  “Yes.  Eve  been  set  free." 

“Yill  you  kindly  give  me  some  particulars  _ " 

hot  a  word!  The  lawyer  who  defended  mo  put  me 
under  oath  to  say  nothing  to  any  one  about  tnv  ease." 

“1  suspected  he  would  do  that." 
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**He  did  it  for  my  own  good.” 

“Do  you  know  who  it  was  that  retained  him  for  you?” 

“I  do  not,  and  he  won’t  tell  me.” 

“How  mysterious.” 

“That's  a  fact.” 

“Where  are  you  going  notv?” 

“Home  first,  and  to-morrow  I’m  to  go  back  to  work  in 

the  factory.”  v 

%/  * 

\ 

“I  thought  Mr.  Goldberg  discharged  you?” 

“So  he. did.  But  the  lawyer  told  me  to  go  back  to  my 
old  job ;  that  it  was  fixed  so  that  I  was  to  have  my  place 
back  if  I  wanted  it,  and  that  I  had  only  to  show  a  note  to 
the  boss  to  make  matters  all  right.” 

“Will  you  let  me  see  that  note?” 

“No.  IBs  sealed  up  in  an  envelope.” 

“Who  gave  it  to  you?” 

;Mr.  Davis,  the  lawyer.” 

Then  he  fixed  matters  with  Goldberg?” 

“I  really  don’t  know,  Mr.  Brady.” 

“I’ll  walk  home  with  you  if  you  don’t  object.” 

“Verv  well.  Come  on.” 

%/ 

They  hastened  toward  Fanny’s  house  together,  and  dur¬ 
ing  the  journey  Harry  made  several  attempts  to  glean  some 
news  from  the  girl  respecting  her  new-found  friends. 

He  failed  utterly. 

When  he  thought  over  the  matter  he  realized  that  Fanny 
must  have  some  very  influential  people  backing  her. 

He  cotild  not  imagine  the  reason. 

The  case  was  becoming  quite  mysterious. 

When  Fanny’s  home  was  reached  and  they  met  her 
mother  the  old  lady  was  wild  with  joy  to  see  her  daughter 
free  even  if  it  were  merely  a  temporary  liberation. 

Finding  that  he  could  not  learn  anything  of  value  by 
remaining  there,  Young  King  Brady  made  his  way  over  to 
Park  Bow  and  entered  Zora’s  place. 

The  old  gipsy  fortune-teller  was  alone  in  her  peculiar 
room,  and  glanced  at  the  boy  curiously  for  a  moment  as 
if  studying  his  features. 

All  at  once  she  said : 

“You  are  a  spy!  I  can  see  it  in  your  face.” 

“I  am  a  detective,”  assented  Harry,  “and  you  are  a 
mind-reader.  Do  you  know  what  I  want  here,  Zora  ?” 

The  old  hag  pondered  in  moody  silence  a  few  moments. 

Her  thoughts  seemed  to  be  far  away. 

When  she  finally  fastened  her  burning  glance  on  Harry 
again  she  said,  in  low,  angry  tones : 

“Zora  knows  everything.  You  came  here  to  question  me 
about  Paul  Reynard.  That’s  what  you  did.  But  I  can  tell 
vou  nothing  about  him.  You  are  one  of  the  two  people 
against  whom  Zora  warned  him.  You  will  bring  him  to 
grief.” 

“Of  course  I  shall — if  I  can  find  him.  It’s  a  bit  singu¬ 
lar  you  know  just  what  rny  business  is,  ain't  it?” 

“Not  at  all.  Zora  is  no  fraud.  She  reads  the  stars  and 
:,he  can  see  the  past  and  the  future  of  all  who  consult  her. 
The  present  is  an  open  book  to  Zora.” 

“If  you  ar^  such  a  wonderful  oracle  why  don’t  you  tell 
j/,c  where  1  can  find  that  murderer?” 


Again  the  hag  pondered. 

Then  she  shook  her  head  gloomily  and  answered: 

“He  is  swallowed  up  in  oblivion J  You  will  never  see 
Paul  Reynard  again.  His  identity  is  lost  forever.” 

“How  do  you  mean?” 

“Well,  he  has  disappeared.” 

“From  New  York?” 

“No.  He  is  still  near.  But  I  am  puzzled  to  find  him. 
His  character  is  dissolved,  I  tell  you.  The  man  was  lead¬ 
ing  a  double  life,  I’m  sure.  He  has  given  up  the  char¬ 
acter  of  Paul  Reynard  and  returned  to  his  former  con¬ 
dition.” 

“And  what  was  that?” 

“He  lives  in  a  far  different  sphere.  You  will  have  to 
look  for  him  high  up  among  the  aristocrats.  He  is  the 
scion  of  a  rich  family,  but  he  is  very  bad.  His  parents 
kicked  him  out.  He  has  not  enough  money  and  must  in¬ 
crease  his  income  by  living  on  his  wits.  Only  the  wealthy 
are  his  prey. 

Harry  was  surprised  to  hear  this,  and  muttered: 

“If  the  old  hag  tells’  the  truth,  our  difficulty  is  going 
to  be  vastly  increased  when  we  search  for  that  man.” 

“You  are  right,”  croaked  the  woman,  overhearing  him 
muttering.  She  was  very  quick  and  very  sharp. 

Harry  gave  a  slight  start  and  muttered  hastily: 

“I  wasn’t  speaking  to  you,  Zora.” 

“I  know  it.  Zora  only  ^vants  to  show  you  how  she  can 
read  your  innermost  thoughts.” 

“Do  you  expect  Reynard  to  ever  come  here  again?” 

“No,  never;  he  has  passed  out  of  my  life  forever.” 

“Can’t  you  post  me  where  to  find  him?” 

“No  more  than  I’ve  already  done.” 

“Why  did  he  come  here?” 

“From  superstition.” 

“Believed  in  fortune-telling,  eh?” 

“Yes.  He  used  to  call  every  week.” 

Harry  handed  her  a  five  dollar  bill  and  said: 

“Ten  times  this  amount  will  be  yours  if  you  will  show 
me  where  to  find  that  man.” 

The  hag’s  sunken  eyes  gleamed  and  she  muttered : 

“Come  and  see  me  again  soon.” 

“Will  you  then  tell  me  what  I  want  to  know?” 

“Perhaps — perhaps.” 

Harry  then  left  her. 

When  he  got  home  he  found  Old  King  Brady  there  im¬ 
patiently  waiting  for  him. 


CHAPTER  X. 

THE  GIRL  CONQUERS. 

“Well,  Harry,”  said  the  old  detective,  “how  did  you 
make  out  ?” 

“Some  unknown  person  retained  Lawyer  Davis  to  get 
Fanny  committed  on  a  charge  of  complicity  in  the  murder, 
and  bailed  her  out.  She  received  instructions  to  return  to 
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her  job  to-morrow,  and  1  went  to  see  Zora,  but  failed  to 
find  out  much.  She  claimed  Reynard  was  a  disguised  man 
of  high  social  standing,  and  of  a  wealthy  family.  He  was 
a  black  sheep.  He  has  returned  to  his  proper  sphere.” 

“Valuable  information,”  commented  the  old  detective 
as  he  reflectively  took  a  chew  of  tobacco.  “Who  is  Rey¬ 
nard  ?” 

“Couldn’t,  find  out.” 

“What  was  his  motive?” 

“That’s  another  mystery.  What  have  you  done?” 

“Got  a  job  as  porter  in  Goldberg’s  factory.” 

“Learn  anything  new?” 

J  O 

“Yes,  I  followed  IsAac  to  a  gambling  shop.  He  met  a 
young  dude  and  offered  to  sell  him  an  interest  in  the  busi¬ 
ness.  They  gambled.  Both  went  broke.  It  then  -developed 
that  Isaac  was  in  the  dude’s  power  for  he  bled  Goldberg 
for  a  thousand  and  lost  that.  The  police  raided  the  place. 
Goldberg  and  his  pal  were  raked  in.  At  the  police  station 
they  were  searched.  Some  books  were  taken  from  Goldberg 
by  the  police.  These  books  were  taken  from  Samuel  Gold¬ 
berg’s  desk  by  the  man  before  he* left  the  office  to-night. 
I  got  them  from  the  police.” 

“What  are  they?” 

“Books  that  prove  that  Sam  Goldberg  was  absolutely 
the  partner  of  Isaac  up  to  the  time  of  his  death.” 

“What  does  that  amount  to?” 

“I’ll  tell  you:  Early  in  the  day  the' factory  owner’s 
lawyer  came  in  and  I  heard  Isaac  tell  him  that  he  was  the 
sole  owner*  of  the  business.  He  declared  that  Sam  was 
bankrupt  and  had  sold  out  his  interest  in  the  business  long 
before.  It’s  evident  Isaac  designs  to  swindle  his  brother’s 
widow  and  children  out  of  his  share  in  the  business,  and 
these  books  will  baffle  his  infernal  plan.” 

“Good  for  }^ou !” 

“We  have  here  a  motive  for  Sam's  death.  It  would  bene- 

/  T 

fit  Isaac  to  the  extent  of  ten  or  twenty  thousand  dollars.”' 

Harry  whistled  and  looked  wise. 

The  boy  scented  a  gigantic  plot  now. 

The  mystery  of  the  poisoned  envelope  was  developing. 

“Perhaps,”  said  he,  “Isaac  knows  something  about  this 
crime.” 

“He  will  bear  watching.” 

“Why  was  he  in  that  gambler’s  power?” 

“You’ve  got  me  there,  Harry.” 

“Then  you  didn’t  find  out?” 

“No.” 

“What  became  of  the  pair?” 

“Friends  bailed  them  out.  To-morrow  morning  they 
will  go  to  court,  under  fictitious  names,  pay  fines,  and  go 
free.” 

“Of  course.  And  Isaac  will  naturally  try  to  regain  his 
books  and  will  find  they  are  missing.” 

“I  told  the  police  captain  not  to  let  him  know  that  the 
books  fell  into  the  hands  of  a  detective  as  he  might  take 
fright  and  guard  himself.  T  want  the  rascal  to  commit 
himself  as  a  swindler  and  then  I'll  nab  him.” 

“The  evidence  of  these  books  will  make  him  do  justice 
to  the  wife  and  orphans  of  his  unfortunate  brother.” 


“Yes,  indeed.” 

The  detectives  debated  all  the  points  in  the  matter  and 
finally  turned  in  for  the  night,  with  a  plan  of  action 
mapped  out  to  be  followed  the  next  day. 

Both  realized  that  they  had  a  hard  job  on  hand. 

Old  King  Brady,  as  the  new  porter,  returned  to  his  job 
early  and  saw  Fanny  come  into  the  factory  with  the  law¬ 
yer’s  note.  , 

Mike  Daly’s  bristly  red  mustache  was  drawn  down  at 
the  corners  and  his  forehead  was  wrinkled  in  a  frown  when 
he  saw  her. 

“Hello  !”  said  he,  aggressively.  “What  in  thunder  d'you 
want  here?” 
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“I’ve  come  back  for  my  job,”  replied  Fanny  quietly. 
“What!  Don’t  yer  know  ther  boss  bounced  yer?” 

“  So  he  did,  Mike,  but  he’ll  take  me  back  now.” 

“Ther  deuce  he  will!” 

“I  say  he  will.” 

“Employ  a  jail-bird — oh,  no!” 

Fanny’s  face  flushed  angrily  and  she  strode  up  close  to 
Daly  and  shaking  her  finger  in  his  face  she  cried: 

“Y"ou  stop  your  insults,  you  loafer.” 

“What!”  veiled  the  astounded  foreman.  “You — threaten 

t- 

me?  By  gosh,  I’ll  chuck  yer  out  o’  ther  place  for  that !” 

“Try  it!”  defiantly  cried  the  girl. 

Her  eyes  were  flashing  dangerously  now,  and  all  the 
other  girls  looked  at  her  in  wonder  and  awe,  for  they  were 
aM  afraid  of  Daly,  as  he  had  the  power  to  discharge  them. 

The  man  was  gasping. 

He  was  not  used  to  such  defiance. 

Glaring  at  the  plucky  girl  furiously  a  moment  he  yelled : 

“You  git  out  o’  here  before  I  fire  yer  out!” 

“I’m  here  to  see  Mr.  Goldberg,”  retorted  the  girl:  “not 
you !” 

“He  ain’t  in  an’  won’t  be  in  till  noon.” 

“Then  you  take  this  letter  and  read  it !”  said  Fanny,  and 
she  handed  him  the  lawyer’s  letter. 

Wondering  what  it  was,  Daly  opened  and  read  it. 

Instantly  his  whole  manner  changed. 

He  became  as  mild  and  humble  as  a  dog. 

To  the  utter  astonishment  of  Fanny  and  every  one  else, 
he  made  a  low  bow  to  her  and  said,  in  apologetic  tones: 

“Miss  Clark,  I  beg  yer  pardon  fer  speakin’  so  ugly. 
I  hope  yer  won’t  lay  it  up  ag'in  me.  Of  course,  yer  kin 
have  yer  job  back.  Let  me  help  yer  off  with  yer  things. 
Here’s  a  chair.  Set  down  an’  I’ll  pull  off  yer  rubbers. 
I'm  mighty  glad  yer  back  wid  us  once  more.  Is  there 
anything  I  kin  do  fer  you?” 

Fanny  saw  that  he  was  not  joking. 

Recovering  from  her  amazement  she  answered: 

“Go  and  fetch  me  a  glass  of  water.” 

Away  hastened  Daly  to  do  as  she  ordered. 

When  he  was  out  of  hearing  one  of  the  girls  exclaimed: 

“Sav,  Fan,  what  was  in  that  letter  to  make  him  change 
his  tune  so  suddenly  after  actin'  as  if  he  was  goiu*  to  eat 
yer?” 

“  T  don't  know  any  more  than  you  do.  Nell." 

“He  actually  seems  to  be  afraid  of  you  now.” 
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‘‘So  I've  noticed." 

“Did  you  have  much  trouble?” 

“No.  I  was  let  go  yesterday.” 

“1  wonder  where  the  boss  is.  He’s  always  here  long 

before  this." 

“Can't  say.” 

Just  then  Daly  came  back  with  the  water. 

He  was  bowing  and  scraping  to  Fanny  in  the  most  ab¬ 
ject  humility  now,  and  could  not  do  enough  for  her  in  his 
wild  efforts  to  make  amends  for  his  former  rough  treat¬ 
ment. 

Fanny  started  in  working,  wondering  what  the  letter 
said. 

About  eleven  o'clock  Goldberg,  having  been  liberated  and 
having  paid  a  fine  in  court,  came  bustling  in. 

Daly  handed  him  Fanny’s  letter  before  he  had  a  chance 
to  say  anything  to  the  girl. 

He  read  it. 

It  was  couched  in  these  words : 

“  Isaac — When  Fanny  Clark  is  released  I  want  you  to 
put  her  to  work  and  double  her  wages.  If  you  don’t  you’ll 
regret  it.  If  any  of  your  employes  don’t  treat  her  right, 
discharge  them.  Charley.” 

Daly  knew  that  Goldberg  was  at  the  mercy  of  the  mys¬ 
terious  Charley. 

As  he  did  not  wish  to  lose  his  job,  he  was  very  polite 
to  Fanny. 

*  . 

When  Goldberg  read  the  letter  he  demanded: 

“Hgve  you  put  her  back  to  work,  Daly?” 

“Yes,  sir.” 

“That’s  right.  Treat  her  well.” 

“Orright,  Mr.  Goldberg.” 

“Double  her  wages  on  the  pay-roll.” 

“She’ll  get  eighteen  dollars  a  week  now,  then.” 

“Very  well.  I’m  satisfied.  Make  a  forewoman  of  her.” 

“I’ll  do  so.” 

“Whatever  she  says  goes.” 

“Over  what  I  say?” 

“Yes.  You’ll  have  to  do  as  she  orders  henceforth.” 

It  was  a  bitter  pill  for  Daly  to  swallow,  for  Fanny  and 
all  the  girls  heard  what  the  boss  said. 

But  Daly  had  to  swallow  it. 

He  bowed  awkwardly  to  the  girl  and  said,  in  strained 
tones : 

“You’re  at  ther  head  o’  ther  heap  now,  Miss  Clark.” 

Fanny  smiled  and  left  her  bench. 

“Am  I  to  boss  the  girls  now?”  she  demanded  of  Gold¬ 
berg. 

“ Yes.  You’ll  take  the  place  of  Miss  Burns  who  left.’’ 

“Very  well.” 

The  tobacco  dealer  went  into  his  office  with  a  glum  look 
on  hr-  face,  for  he  could  not  recover  Ms  books. 

It  rnade  Old  King  Brady  smile,  for  he  knew  the  cause 
of  the  Jrvr’n  uneasiness. 


ir 


CHAPTER  XI. 

TRACED  TO  AN  ASYLUM. 

A  week  passed  by,  during  which  Old  King  Brady  kept 
the  factory  owner  under  constant  watch. 

He  never  went  anywhere  without  the  old  detective  at 
his  heels,  but  he  did  nothing  to  arouse  any  suspicion. 

When  Saturday  night  arrived,  and  all  hands  were  paid 
off,  Fanny  was  about  to  go  when  Goldberg  stopped  her. 

“Are  you  willing  to  work  overtime  to-night,  Miss 
Clark?”  he  asked  the  girl.  “You'll  be  paid  time-and-a- 
half  for  it.” 

“I  don’t  mind,”  replied  the  girl. 

So  she  remained  at  the  factory. 

Old  King  Brady  thought  this  was  a  cpieer  circumstance, 
for  there  seemed  to  be  almost  nothing  for  the  girt  to  do. 

“Shall  I  stay,  too,  sir?”  he  asked  the  man. 

“No  need,”  answered  Goldberg,  walking  away. 

Old  King  Brady  reflected. 

“I’ll  wait  outside  for  the  girl,”  he  reflected. 

Then  he  put  on  his  hat  and  left  the  factory. 

Concealing  himself  in  an  adjacent  doorway  he  watched 
and  waited  until  ten  o’clock. 

Then  Fanny  came  out.  , 

She  hurried  away  toward  the  Bowery. 

Old  King  Brady  saw  a  man  dart  out  of  a  neighboring 
liquor  saloon  and  hasten  after  her. 

He  was  the  stylishly  dressed  fellow  named  “Charley,” 
whom  Old  King  Brady  had  seen  in  the  gambling  den. 

The  detective’s  suspicions  were  aroused. 

On  the  opposite  side  of  the  street  he  hastened  after 
them  to  watch  developments. 

Year  the  corner  stood  a  cab. 

As  the  girl  arrived  abreast  of  it  Charley  suddenly  tapped 
the  girl  on  the  arm,  saying: 

“Say,  hold  on,  Miss  Clark,  I  want  you.” 

Astonished  to  hear  her  name  uttered  by  a  total  stranger, 
Fanny  paused,  glanced  at  the  man  and  said : 

“Why,  I  don’t  know  you.” 

“I  am  a  friend  of  Goldberg’s.” 

“Oh,  I  see.  What  do  you  want?” 

“I  have  something  of  vital  iniportance^to  tell  you.” 

“What  about?” 

“You — yourself.  Your  life  is  in  danger!” 

“What!” 

“It’s  a  fact.  I  want  to  warn  you.” 

“Good  gracious!  Who  wants  to  kill  me?” 

“You  are  surrounded  by  enemies.” 

“What  enemies?” 

“You  know  too  much  about  other  people  for  their 
safety.” 

“Do  you  refer  to  the  murder  case?” 

“  1  do.  But  say,  don’t  stand  here.  I  don’t  want  to  be 
seen  talking  to  you.  It  might  compromise  me  badly.” 

“Where  can  we  go?” 

“Are  you  going  home  now?” 
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‘‘Then  jump  in  that  cab.  I'll  pay  the  fare  and  take  you 
home  in  it.  We  can  then  speak  privately,  without  fear  of 
interruption.  I  have  startling  news  for  you.” 

Fanny  was  frightened  and  her  curiosity  was  aroused. 

She  hesitated  a  moment,  not  fancying  taking  a  ride  with 
a  man  she  never  met  before. 

But  what  he  said  made  her  anxious  to  hear  more,  and 
she  finally  gave  the  driver  her  address. 

They  then  entered  the  vehicle  and  it  was  driven  away, 
with  Old  King  Brady  in  hot  pursuit. 

The  cab  ran  uptown  through  the  Bowery,  and  the  de¬ 
tective  boarded  a  car  going  in  the  same  direction. 

“What  in  thunder  does  this  mean,  anyway?”  thought  the 
old  officer  in  surprise.  “She  went  with  him  voluntarily. 
I'd  better  keep  them  in  view  and  see  what  they  are  going 
to  do.” 

The  car  passed  a  vacant  cab. 

He  alighted,,  and,  stopping  the  vehicle,  engaged  it. 

“Follow  the  cab  ahead  without  permitting  the  driver  to 
see  you  doing  so,”  said  he  to  the  cabman. 

“Very  well,  sir.  No  matter  where  it ‘goes?” 

“No  matter  where  it  goes.” 

A  long  ride  followed. 

Instead  of  Fanny’s  cab  going  to  liey  house  it  went  up 
to  Harlem  a^far  as  177th  Street,  into  which  it  turned.  . 

Over  toward  Sedgewick  Avenue  there  was  a  private  in¬ 
sane  asylum  to  which  it  went. 

When  it  paused  and  the  door  opened,  Charley  alighted 
with  the  limp,  senseless  figure  of  the  girl  in  his  arms. 

Old  King  Brady  had  left  his  cab  around  in  204th  Street, 
and  while  hiding  behind  a  fence  saw  what  occurred. 

Charley  carried  his  burden  into  the  gloomy  building  and 
after  a  brief  interval  returned  and  entered  his  cab. 

As  it  passed  near  the  hidden  detective  he  keenly  sized 
up  the  rig  and  noticed  the  number  on  the  lamp  of  530. 

“I  can  find  that  rig  again  when  I  want  it,”  he  thought, 
as  it  passed.  “I’d  like  to  follow  it  now,  but  I  happen  to 
know  what  a  dreadful  place  that  private  asylum  is,  and 
I  m  going  to  get  the  girl  out  of  there  first.  She  is  a  victim 
of  foul  play.  That  man  must  have  duped  her.  He  wants 
to  put  her  out  of  the  way  so  she  cannot  do  any  harm  to 
the  party  who  caused  the  death  of  Sain  Goldberg.  It  was 
lie  who  had  her  retained  in  her  position  at  the  factory,  but 
the  villain  did  it  so  he -would  have  her  handy  for  the  time 
when  he  desired  tt>  put  her  away.  Now  I  see  through  the 
generosity  that  seemed  for  the  girl’s  good.  It’s  also  evi¬ 
dent  that  this  man  was  the  one  who  retained  that  lawyer 
to  defend  the  girl.  It  was  he  who  planned  to  have  her 
admitted  to  bail.  His  object  is  now  quite  clear.  He  wants 
to  hold  her  here  so  she  won’t  be  found  when  wanted  at  the 
trial.  Her  evidence  would  damage  somebody,  and  they 
wish  to  prevent  such  a  possibility  by  keeping  her  hidden. 
They  are  pretty  wise  and  slv,  but  it  seems  to  me  that  I  have 
got  the  bulge  on  them,  anyway.  And  I  will  defeat  their 
plans  if  there  h  any  way  to  do  so.  Now  to  go  into  that 
den  of  horror  and  try  to  get  the  girl  out.” 

He  walked  over  to  the  asylum  and  rang  the  doorbell. 


It  gave  forth  a  startling  clang-  and  after  an  interval  of 
silence  a  man  came  to  the  door  and  demanded,  gruffly: 

“Well,  what  do  you  want?” 

“Is  Doctor  Harper  in?” 

“Yes,  but  he’s  busy.” 

“1  wish  to  see  him  on  important  business.” 

“Come  in  and  sit  down  in  his  office.” 

The  rough-looking  man  opened  the  door,  and  when  the 
detective  stepped  into  the  wide,  bare,  dim  hall  he  closed 
and  locked  the  door. 

There  was  a  little  office  off  the  hall  and  the  officer  passed 
into  it  and  sat  down  in  a  leather-covered  chair. 

The  man  who  admitted  him  walked  away. 

After  a  lapse  of  a  quarter  of  an  hour  a  little,  thin  man 
in  a  black  frock  suit,  with  a  gray  beard  on  his  face,  came 
limping  into  the  office  and  said : 

“Good  evening,  sir.” 

“Doctor  Harper,  I  believe?”  said  the  detective,  arising. 

“That  is  my  name.  What  can  I  do  for  you,  sir?” 

“You  received  a  patient  half  an  hour  ago,  I  believe?” 

“Well?”  evasively  answered  the  doctor. 

“She  was  a  young  girl,  rather  poor — a  factory  girl.” 

“What  of  it,  sir?” 

“Her  name  was  Fanny  Clark.  She  was  brought  in  sense¬ 
less  by  a  stylish  youngs  fellow  named  Charley - ” 

“What  has  all  this  to  do  with  the  object  of  your  call, 
sir  ?” 

“A  great  deal,  doctor.  I’m  telling  you  this  to  show  you 
that  I  am  familiar  with  all  the  circumstances.  The  girl 
was  abducted  and  the  man  who  brought  her  here  to  be 
confined  is  a  villain.  She  was  drugged  and  is  here  against 
her  free  will.  Now  I’m  well  aware  that  this  asylum  is 
often  used  to  confine  people  who  are  perfectly  sane,  whom 
others  wish  to  put  out  of  the  way  for  various  reasons,  and 
I  presume -Charley  paid  you  well  to  keep  this  poor  factory 
girl.  But  I  want  you  to  instantly  release  her.  I  want 
you  to  turn  her  over  to  me.  If  you  don’t  do  so  I  am  going 
to  make  it  very  hot  for  you,  sir!” 

A  startled  look  crossed  the  doctor’s  face. 

He  glared  at  the  detective  ferociously  and  demanded : 

“Who  the  devil  are  you,  anyway?” 

“Perhaps  you  may  recognize  me,  doctor.” 

He  took  off  his  disguise. 

When  the  doctor  saw  his  features  he  gave  a  hoafrse  cry 
of  alarm,  reeled  back  and  gasped : 

“By  heavens,  it’s  Old  King  Bradv,  the  detective!” 

“At  your  service,  sir,”  answered  the  detective,  with  a 

bow. 

The  doctor  rushed  to  the  wall  and  pressed  an  electric 
button. 

Instantly  a  gong  began  to  ring  violently  and  the  sound 
of  many  running  footsteps  were  heard  approaching. 


CHAPTER  XIT. 

LOCKED  TX  A  MAD-TTOrSK, 

“What  are  you  doing?”  demanded  Old  King  Brady. 

suspiciously. 
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"I  anticipate  trouble  with  you,”  replied  the  doctor. 

“And  you  are  going  to  have  it,  too!” 

'*lo  guard  against  such  ay contingency  I  have  sum¬ 
moned  help." 

“Indeed !” 

.“You  won't  be  able  to  injure  me  now.” 

Just  then  the  hall  door  flew^open  and  three  keepers 

rushed  in. 

“ What's  the  trouble?”  panted  one  of  them. 

The  doctor  pointed  at  Old  King  Brady. 

“Seize  that  detective!”  he 'exclaimed. 

The  keepers  rushed  at  Old  King  Brady. 

Accustomed  to  handling  all  kinds  of  insane  people,  they 
did  not  have  the  slightest  fear  of  the  officer. 

But  Old  King  Brady  was  not  going  to  submit  tamely. 

He  sprang  back  against  the  wall  and  drew  a  pistol, 
raised  and  aimed  it  at  the  keepers  and  cried : 

“Halt!” 

The  men  kept  running.  » 

“Stop,  or  I’ll  fire!” 

Still  they  pressed  on. 

Bang !  went  the  revolver. 

A  3-ell  of  pain  escaped  'the  foremost  man. 

He  flung  up  his  arms  and  fell  to  the  floor,  shouting : 

“I’ve  got  a  ball  in  my  arm!” 

“I  told  you  to  stop!”  cried  Old  King  Brady. 

The  other  two  keepers  leaped  at  him,  and  before  he  had 
time  to  use  his  pist&l  again  one  of  them  knocked  it  from 
his  hand  with  a  club. 

As  the  two  men  seized  the  old  detective  a  fearful  struggle 
began  between  them  and  they  fell  to  the  floor. 

The  old  detective  was  enormously  strong. 

He  would  have  gained  the  mastery  of  the  two  men  had 
not  the  doctor  resorted  to  a  trick  to  beat  him. 

Seeing  that  the  old  detective  was  more  than  a  match  for 
the  two  men  the  physician  took  a  bottle  from  a  shelf  and 
poured  some  of  the  contents  on  his  handkerchief. 

Leaping  on  Old  King  Brady’s  back  he  clapped  the  cloth 
over  the  officer’s  face  and  held  it  there. 

Old  King  Brady  inhaled  the  fumes  of  the  drug. 

It  overpowered  him. 

His  senses  suddenlv  fled. 

V 

Relaxing  his  grip  on  the  keepers  he  fell  over  on  his  back 
pale  and  senseless  and  completely  at  their  mercy. 

The  doctor  and  his  keepers'  arose. 

Sweating  and  breathless  they  glared  at  the  detective. 

“Chloroformed!”  said  Harper.  / 

“Good  enough  !”  replied  a  keeper. 

“Put  him  in  a  strait-jacket  and  lock  him  in  a  cell.” 

“All  right,  doctor.” 

The  keepers  carried  out  his  instructions. 

When  the  detective  was  secured  so  he  could  not  use  his 
arms  the  two  men  carried  him  into  the  hall,  while  the 
doctor  went  over  to  the  wounded  man  to  attend  to  him. 

Down  into  the  cellar  Old  King  Brady  was  carried. 

A  corridor  divided  the  cellar  in  two  and  on  each  side  of 
it  v/ere  rows  of  cells  with  iron-barred  doors. 

Opening  one  of. them  the  keepers  carried  Old  King  Brady 


into  a  narrow  cell  without  light  or  windows,  and  laid  him 
on  a  cot. 

Going  out,  they  locked  the  door  and  went  upstairs  again. 

It  was  an  hour  later  before  Old  King  Brady  fully  re¬ 
covered  his  faculties  and  glanced  around. 

The  dim  lamp  in  the  corridor  sent  its  sickly  rays  through 
the  iron-barred  door  and  showed  him  where  he  was. 

He  understood  his  situation  at  a  glance. 

“In  his  power  now!”  he  cogitated. 

It  made  him  feel  quite  uneasy,  for  Harper  hated  him. 

He  and  Harry  had  several  times  got  the  doctor  in  trouble 
with  the  authorities  for  his  crooked  practices. 

Now  that  he  had  the  detective  at  his  mercy  he  was  likely 
to  avenge  himself  by  some  method  as  yet  unknown. 

Old  King  Brady  was  convinced  of  this. 

He  felt  humiliated  over  his  defeat. 

“I  was  too  self-confident!”  he  muttered.  “Now  he’s 
got  me,  I’ll  have  trouble  to  get  out  of  this.” 

Just  then  he  heard  a  female  weeping. 

The  sound  came  from  the  cell  opposite  his. 

Going  to  the  door  he  peered  through  the  bars. 

It  was  not  possible  for  him  to  see  into  the  other  cell 
so  he  called : 

“Hello!  Who’s  that?” 

A  young  girl  appeared  at  the  door. 

To  his  surprise  he  observed  that  she  was  Fanny  Clark 

She  peered  out  anxiously  and  asked,  wonderingly: 

“Who  called?” 

“Me  !”  said  Old  King  Brady. 

She  glanced  over  and  saw  him  at  his  door. 

Recognizing  him  she  exclaimed  in  astonishment: 

“Why,  it’s  the  detective !” 

“I  see  you  are  a  prisoner,”  said  he. 

“Oh,  can’t  you  get  me  out  of  this  dreadful  place?” 

“No.  Like  yourself  I,  too,  am  a  prisoner.” 

“You  are?  Why?” 

“For  coming  to  aid  you.”  ' 

“Then  you  knew  I  was  taken  here?*’ 

“I  saw  you  meet  that  young  man  in  Canal  Street,  and 
it  made  me  suspicious  to  see  you  go  off  in  a  cab  with  him.” 

“He  was  a  fraud.” 

“I  know  that.” 

“He  pretended  some  one  wanted  to  kill  me  and  lured 
me  into  the  cab,  pretending  he  was  going  to  take  me 
home,  and  tell  me  on  the  way  there  about  a  plot  to  put  me 
out  of  the  way.” 

/  “I  see.  What  happened?” 

“He  drugged  me.” 

“And  then?” 

“When  I  revived  I  was  in  here.” 

“The  villain !” 

“Why  did  he  do  this?  I  can’t  fathom  his  design.” 

“To  keep  you  from  testifying  in  court  about  the  pois¬ 
oned  envelope.” 

“I  see.  Then  he’s  a  friend  of  Paul  Reynard?” 

“Probably.” 

“How  came  you  to  be  a  prisoner,  too?” 

Old  King  Brady  told  her. 
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When  he  finished  he  added  despondently: 

“It's  going  to  be  a  hard  job  to  escape  from  here.” 

“Yes,  indeed.” 

“No  one  knows  where  we  are  and  consequently  we  need 
not  expect  help  from  any  outside  sources.” 

“That's  too  bad.  We  may  perish  in  this  place  and  none 
of  our  relatives  will  be  any  the  wiser.” 

“I’ve  only  got  one  hope.” 

“And  what  is  that,  Mr.  Brady?” 

“That  my  partner,  Harry,  may  find  out  what  became  of 
me  and  may  come  to  my  aid.  I  know  he  won't  rest  easy 
until  he  does  gain  tidings  of  my  whereabouts.” 

“That  is  some  consolation,  anyway.  What  dreadful 
plot  is  this  we’ve  got  mixed  up  in,  anyway,  Mr.  Brady?’’ 

“Somebody  had  an  object  in  murdering  Sam  Goldberg. 
You  were  used  as  a  tool  to  do  the  work.  They  want  you 
silenced  so  you  can't  convict  anybody.  As  for  me,  why, 
they’d  kill  me  if  they  knew  I  was  running  them  down.” 

“The  doctor  may  tell  your  enemies  that  he  has  got  you 
caged  up  here,  Mr.  Brady,”  suggested  the  girl. 

“If  he  does  they’ll  probably  murder  me.” 

“This  is  terrible — terrible!” 

“Don’t  worry  about  me.  1  don't  fear  them.” 

Just  then  they  heard  footsteps  approaching. 

“Hark!”  whispered  the  girl.  “Some  one  is  coming!” 

“Say  no  more.” 

They  receded  from  their  doors. 

A  few  moments  afterward  one  of  the  keepers  came  along 
the  corridors  to  see  if  everything  was  safe. 

The  sight  of  him  aroused  the  incurable  patients  locked 
in  the  other  cells,  and  they  began  to  yell,  swear  and  howl 
like  beasts. 

In  a  few  moments  the  place  was  in  an  uproar. 

Wild,  crazy  laughter  mingled  with  the  senseless  loud 
talking  of  some  of  the  poor  wretches,  others  shook  their 
doors  till  the  stout  iron  bars  rattled,  and  others  wept  and 
shrieked  with  rage. 

The  combination  of  sounds  was  horrible  to  the  girl  and 
the  detective. 

If  a  sane  man  remained  long  enough  among  the  un¬ 
fortunates  in  this ’place  it  would  turn  his  brain,”  mut¬ 
tered  Old  King  Brady,  and  he  laid  down  on  his  cot. 

There,  despite  the  dreadful  noises,  he  finally  fell  into 
a  reverie  and  forgot  the  peril  of  his  situation. 


CHAPTER  XIII. 

WHAT  HARRY  DID. 

Harry  Brady  had  gone  to  interview  the  wife  of  the 
murdered  factory  owner  and  learned  that  she  had  been 
led  to  believe  that  her  husband  had  left  her  and  her  chil¬ 
dren  penniless. 

The  boy  assured  her  that  she  had  been  deceived,  and 
told  her  that  he  and  his  partner  were  going  to  force  Isaac 
Goldberg  to  disgorge  her  husband's  share  in  the  business. 


As  the  poor  woman  was  in  abject  poverty,  she  was  de¬ 
lighted  to  hear  of  her  good  fortune,  and  promised  to  say 
nothing  about  the  matter  until  the  detectives  brought  about 
the  desired  result. 

Young  King  Brady  then  departed. 

Going  down  to  Park  Row  he  called  at  the  Gipsy  fortune- 
teller’s  place  and  met  the  old  hag  in  her  queer  room. 

She  silently  studied  the  boy  a  few  moments  and  then 
said : 

“You  are  a  detective,  ain’t  you?” 

“I  am  Old  King  Brady’s  partner.” 

“And  you  have  called  to  find  out  if  I  have  yet  dis¬ 
covered  the  location  of  Paul  Revnard?” 

t/ 

“Exactly  so,  Zora.” 

“Then  your  expectation  shall  be  realized.” 

“You  have  found  him,  eh?” 

“He  has  been  here.” 

“Indeed !” 

“Not  as  Reynard,  though.  The  poor,  deluded  fool 
thought  Zora  could  not  penetrate  his  disguise.  That  is 
to  say  he  thought  I  would  not  know  him  shorn  of  his  dis¬ 
guise.” 

“I  see.” 

“You’ll  have  to  pay  me  fifty .  dollars  to  learn  his 
identity.” 

Harry  took  a  roll  of  bank  notes  from  his  pocket,  counted 
out  the  required  amount  and  handed  the  money  to  her. 

“  Here* you 'are  !”  said  he.  “Now,  who  is  he?” 

The  old  woman  chuckled. 

She  was  delighted  to  get  the  reward  and  put  it  in  her 
pocket. 

“I’ll  tell  you,”  said  she.  “He  is  now  a  regular  swell, 
and  goes  by  the  name  of  Charley  Johnson.” 

“What!  The  friend  of  Isaac  Goldberg?” 

“Yes.” 

“I  know  him.” 

“Good!” 

“But  neither  mv  partner  nor  T  recognized  him.” 

“No  wonder.  He  has  made  a  vast  change  in  his  looks.” 

“I  should  say  he  has.  So  he’s  Reynard,  is  he?” 

“Yes.  I  didn’t  let  on  that  I  knew  him,  though.” 

“That  was  wise.” 

“He  is  coming  here  again  at  nine  o’clock  to-night.” 

“What  for?” 

“To  have  his  fortune  told.” 

“What  faith  he  must  have  in  your  power!” 

“Why  shouldn’t  he?  I  always  tell  him  the  truth.” 

“You  must,”  said  Harry,  to  humor  her,  “else  he  would 
not  call  so  often.  Can  T  nab  him  here?” 

“No;  I  cannot  allow  that.  But  you  can  take  him  after 
he  leaves  here.  I  don't  like  the  man.  He's  a  snake.  He 
tried  to  choke  me.  I  never  forgave  him  for  doing  that." 

“What  a  vindictive  woman  you  are!” 

“Such  a  man  as  he  is  should  not  roam  at  large  to  in¬ 
jure  people,"  snapped  the  old  gipsy. 

“Did  he  murder  Mr.  Goldberg?” 

“No.  But  he  brought  it  about,  l  am  sure." 

“Has  ho  confessed  anything  to  you?” 
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“Not  a  thing.” 

m 

“  Then  how  do  you  know?” 

“From  hints  he  dropped.” 

“1  thought  your  second-sight  told  you.” 

1  “So  it  has — so  it  has.  Shall  I  tell  your  fortune?” 

“No.  1  don't  believe  in  it.” 

“Suit  yourself.  Where's  your  partner?” 

“I  really  don't  know.” 

“Let  me  warn  you.” 

I  “About  what?” 

“Your  partner  is  in  great  peril.” 

“How  do  you  know?” 

“I  can  see  it.  Mark  what  I  tell  }'0u.” 

“Do  you  know  what  his  peril  is?” 

“No.  But  you  had  better  tell  him  to  be  careful.” 

“I  shall,  Zora.” 

“Lose  no  time.  His  danger  is  near.” 

“Oh,  I  think  he  is  capable  of  taking  care  of  himself.” 
“People  are  attacked  unawares,  you  know.” 

“That’s  true  enough.!’ 

Harry  finally  left  the  old  woman. 

When  he  reached  the  street  he  muttered: 

“I’m  going  to  closely  watch  her  place  now.” 

And  he  carried  out  this  resolution. 

# 

Precisely  at  nine  o’clock  Charley  made  his  appearance, 
and  went  up  into  the  fortune-teller’s  place. 

The  boy  waited  for  him  to  emerge. 

Nearly  an  hour  went  by  and  he  did  not  come  out. 
Getting  uneasy  the  boy  returned  to  Zora’s  rooms  and 
found  the  old  woman  lying  stunned  on  the  floor. 

Charley  Johnson  was  gone. 

Startled,  Harry  revived  the  old  hag. 

When  she  recovered  she  ripped  out  a  torrent  of  abuse  at 
Charley  J ohnson,  and  turning  upon  Harry  she  demanded : 
“Did  you  catch  him?” 

t/ 

“No.  He  didn’t  come  out,  so  I  came  in.” 

“Then  he  escaped  by  the  back  way !”  she  snarled. 

“How  came  you  to  be  senseless?”  , 

“I  told  him  he  was  scheming  to  put  a  girl  out  of  the 
way  and  he  flew  in  a  rage  and  raved  at  me.  When  I  told 
him  I  knew  he  was  Revnard,  he  hit  me  on  the  head  with  the 

*j  ' 

butt  of  a  revolver  and  I  fell  senseless  to  the  floor.” 

“What  a  savage  brute  he  is!” 

“Yes,  indeed.  If  you  don’t  arrest  him  and  put  him  in 
prison  I  won’t  have  anything  more  to  do  with  you.” 

“Where  am  I  to  find  him?” 

The  gipsy  pondered  as  if  trying  to  think  hard,  and 
mumbled : 

“I  see  a  lonely  house  in  the  country.  There  are  strange 
doings  there  and  the  people  seem  to  be  crazy.” 

“What  has  that  to  do  with  Johnson?” 

“He  is  going  there  to-night.” 

“What  for?” 

“ft  has  something  to  do  with  a  pale-faced  girl  in  shabby 
elothing.  She  is  almost  a  consumptive.  She  is  working 
hard  now,  somewhere.  It’s  her  work — ‘her  poor  food,  mis¬ 
erable  clothing,  bad  living,  late  hours,  and  the  material 
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she  works  at  which  are.  bringing  her  to  the  verge  of  the 
grave.” 

Harry  became  impatient,  and  exclaimed: 

“Drop  that  rubbish  and  come  to  the  point.” 

“Zora  can  tell  you  no  more.” 

“Then  I’ll  quit  you.” 

“Call  again.” 

“Good  night!”  e, 

And  away  went  the  boy. 

Reaching  the  street  he  hailed  a  cab. 

“Can’t  take  you,”  said  the  driver.  “I’m  engaged.” 

“Go  on,  then,  I’ll  walk.” 

Away  went  the  vehicle  and  Harry  went  up  to  Canal 
Street  to  see  if  he  could  see  any  trace  of  his  partner. 

When  he  reached  the  corner  he  was  surprised  to  see 
the  cab  he  hailed  standing  near  the  curb. 

Going  over  to  the  man  he  said  : 

“You  told  me  you  were  engaged.” 

“So  I  am.  I’m  waiting  for  my  fare  now/  He’s  a  queer 
duck.” 

“Why?” 

“Got  a  job  I  don’t  fancy.” 

“What  is  it?” 

“Taking  a  girl  to  a  lunatic  asylum.” 

“Who — the  man?” 

“Yes.  He’s  a  dead  swell  member,  too.  Says  his  name  is 
Johnson.” 

Harry  recalled  the  gipsy’s  words  and  was  amazed. 

“What  asylum?”  he  demanded. 

“Doctor  Harper’s — up  near  Morris  Heights.” 

“I  know  the  place  well.  Good  night.” 

Harry  dodged  around  the  corner. 

But  he  had  not  been  there  long  before  he  saw  Fanny 
and  Johnson  get  in  the  cab  and  drive  away.  % 

The  boy  did  not  know  Old  King  Brady  was  watching 
them,  too. 

“It’s  a  game!”  he  thought.  “I’ll  go  ahead  to  Harper’s 
and  find  out  if  he  is  luring  Fanny  into  trouble.” 

Riding  uptown  in  an  elevated  train  he  saw  Johnso$ 
carry  in  the  girl  and  then  observed  Old  King  Brady  go 
in. 

When  the  detective  did  not  come  out  after  several  hours, 
Harry  muttered  in  alarm : 

“My  partner  is  in  trouble.  I  must  aid  him !” 


CHAPTER  XIY. 

A  DASH  FOR  FREEDOM. 

Old  King  Brady  was  in  a  ferment  of  excitement  and 
anger  at  the  lawless  manner  in  which  Doctor  Harper  was 
conducting  his  establishment,  and  laid  thinking  about  it 
until  after  midnight. 

While  lie  was  so  employed  he  heard  the  keeper  coming 
down  the  porri  dor -again  on  a  tour  of  inspection. 
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A  plan  flashed  through  his  mind  whereby  he  thought  he 
might  regain  his  liberty,  and  he  began  to  groan. 

'The  keeper  heard  him  and  paused  at  his  cell  door. 

“Hello,  there!”  he  growled.  “What’s  the  matter?” 

Old  King  Brady  groaned  again,  looked  up  at  him,  and 
struggling  to  a  sitting  posture,  he  gasped: 

“For  pity’s  sake  send  for  the  doctor!”, 

“What*  for?”  demanded  the  keeper. 

“I’m  dying.” 

“Get  out !” 

“It’s  a  fact.  I’ve  got  a  bullet  in  my  body.” 

“How  did  you  get  it?” 

“In  a  fight  before  I  came  in  here.” 

“Are  you  faking?”  * 

“Ho.  Come  in  and  see  for  yourself,  if  you  doubt  me. 
I  believe  I’m  bleed'ing  to  death.  The  pain  I’m  in  is  awful. 
The  bullet  must  be  removed  or  I’ll  go  under.  If  I  die 
in  this  place  it  might  go  hard  with  your  boss.  People 
might  imagine  I  got  the  shot  in  this  place.” 

“Sure  enough.” 

“Come  in  here  and  I’ll  show  you  the  wound.” 

The  keeper  was  alarmed,  but  he  did  not  wish  to  sum¬ 
mon  the  doctor  unless  he  was  sure  that  the  old  detective 
was  not  fooling  him.  1  x 

He  therefore  opened  the  door  and  came  in. 

“Where’s  the  wound?”  he  asked  anxiously. 

“In  my  right  breast.” 

“But  I  can’t  see  through  that  strait-jacket.” 

“Then  take  it  off.” 

“Don’t  you  play  any  games  if  I  do.” 

“Nonsense.  I’m  too  weak  to  move.” 

The  man  was  reassured. 

He  took  the  straight-jacket  from  the  old  detective  and 
was  going  to  bend  over  to  look  at  the  imaginary  wound, 
when  Old  King  Brady  seized  him  by  the  throat. 

“Oh!”  gurgled  the  startled  man. 

He  tried  to  struggle. 

But  Old  King  Brady’s  hands  were  like  a  vise,  and  his 
enormous  strength  held  the  man  in  subjection. 

“I’ve  got  you!”  he  hissed. 

“Le’ — me — go!”  gasped  the  keeper  chokingly. 

“Not  an  inch !” 

The  detective  rolled  him  over  on  the  floor,  planted  a 
knee  on  his  bosom  and  held  him  down. 

Never  for  a  moment  did  he  relax  his  grip  on  the  man’s 
throat,  and  the  keeper ‘grew  black  in  the  face. 

He  was  choking. 

His  eves  bulged  and  his  tongue  lolled  out. 

“Mercy!”  he  gurgled. 

“Silence!” 

“Help!” 

But  his  cry  was  only  a  faint  whisper. 

He  could  not  breathe  nor  could  he  tear  away  that  ter¬ 
rific  grip  on  his  windpipe. 

The  unlucky  wretch  stood  it  as  long  as  he  could. 

Then  his  muscles  suddenly  relaxed,  and  he  ceased  fight- 
ing  and  fell  back  senseless. 


Assured  that  he  was  beyond  doing  any  mischief  the  old 
detective  bound  him,  after  starting  his  respiration,  and 
when  he  was  reviving  he  gagged  the  man. 

Then  he  arose,  with  the  keeper  in  his  arms,  and  laying 
him  upon  the  cot  Old  King  Brady  took  his  keys  and  re¬ 
volver. 

Pulling  a  blanket  over  the  man  he  went  to  the  door. 

There  he  listened. 

Not  a  sound  met  his  ears. 

All  the  patients  had  gone  asleep. 

There  was  scarcely  a  sound  from  the  brief  struggle  he 
had  with  the  keeper  to  arouse  any  one. 

Opening  the  door  he  peered  out. 

A  dim  lamp  burned  in  the  corridor. 

The  old  detective  glided  over  to  Fanny’s  cell. 

Peering  in  he  saw  her  lying  on  her  cot  asleep. 

“Fanny!”  he  called. 

She  heard  him  and  sat  up. 

“Who’s  that?”  she  asked. 

“It’s  me — Old  King  Brady.”  • 

“What!  Free?” 

“Hush!  No  noise,  on  your  life.” 

“What  has  happened?” 

“I’ve  overcome  the  keeper.” 

“Good  gracious!” 

“I’ve  got  his  keys  and  am  going  to  liberate  you.” 

“Oh,  I  am  so  glad !” 

“We  will  then  attempt  to  escape  from  here.” 

“May  heaven  bless  you,  sir!” 

He  tried  the  keys  in  the  door. 

As  the  keeper  had  access  to  all  cells  the  old  detective 
quickly  found  a  key  to  fit  the  lock. 

The  girl  stepped  into  the  corridor. 

“Do  you  know  the  way  out?”  asked  Fanny. 

“No — do  you?”  v 

“I  don’t,  as  I  was  brought  here  senseless.” 

“So  was  I.”  '  * 

“Then  we  are  badly  off.” 

Old  King  Brady  glanced  around. 

“Are  you  afraid?”  he  whispered. 

“I’d  face  any  danger  to  get  out  of  here.” 

“Brave  girl.  I  like  your  pluck.” 

“Can’t  you  find  out  from  your  prisoner  how  to  get  out?” 
“I’ll  try.  Come  into  my  cell.”  - 

They  passed  in  to  where  the  detective  had  the  keeper. 

By  this  time  the  man  had  recovered. 

He  glared  furiously  at  the  detective,  but  could  do  noth¬ 
ing. 

Old  King  Brady  bent  over  the  man,  pressed  his  revolver 
at  the  keeper's  head  and  hissed  sternly: 

“I  want  you  to  tell  me  how  to  get  out  of  here.” 

The  man  nodded. 

“If  you  yell  for  help,”  proceeded  the  detective,  “I  am 
going  to  blow  vour  brains  out.”  • 

The  keeper  shook  his  head  this  time. 

“Moreover,"  proceeded  the  old  detective,  “if  1  find  you 
have  misdirected  me,  I'll  come  back  here  and  kill  you,  if 
it's  the  last  thing  I  do  on  earth !” 
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Then  he  removed  the  keeper's  gag. 

For  a  moment  there  ensued  a  deep  silence. 

“Well?”  sharply  said  the  officer. 

“  Don’t  shoot  !v 
“Obey  me,  then!” 

“I  shall.” 

“Proceed.” 

“Follow  the  corridor  to  the  door  at  the  end.” 

“  Well  ?” 

“Unlock  it  and  ascend  to  the  hall  above.” 

“I  see.” 

“The  main  door  will  be  in  front  of  you.” 

“Any  guards  about?” 

“Several.” 

“How  can  I  pass  them?” 

“That  rests  with' yourself,  sir.” 

“Are  they  armed?” 

J  \ 

“Every  one  carries  a  revolver.” 

“Til  try  it.” 

V 

He  gagged  £he  man  again. 

-  With  Fanny  beside  him  he  passed  down  the  corridor,  and 
the  noise  of  their  footsteps,  slight  as  it  was,  awakened  some 
of  the  patients  who  rushed  to  their  doors  and  glared  out. 
Some  ventured  to  yell  at  the  pair. 

Opening  the  door  they  ascended  to  the  hall  and  trod 
on  a  thread  which  snapped  and  set  off  an  electric  alarm 
bell. 

A  furious  ringing  ensued. 

Open  flew  several  doors  and  out  dashed  the  doctor  and 
several  keepers,  armed  with  clubs  and  pistols. 

Wild  yells  greeted  their  sight  of  the  two  fugitives. 

Old  King  Brady  and  the  girl  had  their  flight  to  the  door 
cut  off  by  several  of  them. 

Backing  into  a  corner  of  the  hall  with  the  girl  the  de¬ 
tective  aimed  his  pistol  at  the  keepers  and  roared : 

“FIT  kill  the  first  jn  an  who  attempts  to  molest  us!” 

For  a  moment  there  was-  a  deathly  silence. 


CHAPTER  XY. 

FACING  THE  VILLAINS. 

\ 

At  the  moment  Old  King  Brady  found  himself  cornered 
in  the  hall  an  exciting  event  was  transpiring  outside. 

Harrv  had  come  to  the  conclusion  that  he  would  be 
obliged  to  resort  to  desperate  measures  to  get  into  the 
asylum,  and  had  gone  to  the  nearest  police  station. 

There  he  procured  a  platoon  of  policemen. 

Armed  with  an  axe  they  hastened  to  the  asylum,  and  not 
waiting  to  summon  some  one  to  the  door  the  young  de¬ 
tective  said  to  the  police  sergeant: 

“It  won’t  do  to  warn  the  doctor  of  our  arrival.  We 
must  smash  our  way  right  straight  in.’ 

“Will  vou  .^tand  for  the  consequences  if  we  do  wrong?” 

J  **  f 

“Yes*  indeed.” 

j  then  there  sounded  a  pistol  shot  inside. 
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It  startled  the  officers  to  hear  a  voice  yell : 

“I’m  shot!” 

“A  fight!”  exclaimed  Harry. 

“Break  in !”  said  the  sergeant. 

The  policeman  who  had  the  axe  gave  the  door  two  power¬ 
ful  blows  that  smashed  the  lock.. 

Open  flew  the  door  and  they  dashed  into  the  hall. 

A  thrilling  scene  met  their  view. 

There  stood  Old  King  Brady  and  the  girl,  holding  the 
doctor  and  his  men  at  bay  with  a  revolver. 

On  the  floor  laid  a  keeper,  wounded. 

As  soon  as  Harry  saw  his  partner  he  cried : 

“Old  King  Brady!” 

“Harry!”  responded  the  delighted  old  detective. 

“What’s  up?”  v 

“Arrest  that  gang — quick!” 

The  policemen  rushed  at  the  doctor  and  his  men,  with 
drawn  clubs,  and  began  to  beat  them. 

For  a  few  moments  a  furious  fight  went  on,  but  the 
police  outnumbered  the  asylum  gang  and  subdued  them. 

When  the  fight  ended  there  were  many  broken  heads  in 
the  crowd,  but  the  keepers  and  doctor  were  glad  to  give  in 
to  save  themselves  from  worse  punishment. 

Every  one  of  them  was  captured. 

Then  Harjy  asked  his  partner: 

“What  does  this  all  mean,  anyway?” 

“I’ll  tell  you,”  replied  Old  King  Brady,  and  he  there¬ 
upon  explained  all  the  circumstances  known  to  the  reader. 

When  he  finished  Harry  exclaimed : 

“It  was  a  put-up  job.  That  Charley  Johnson  is  a  demon. 
He  must  have  arranged  with  this  old  doctor  to  keep  Fanny 
a  prisoner  in  this  place.” 

“Ho  doubt.” 

“There  must  be  other  sane  people  here.” 

“If  there  are  we  will  find  out  and  release  them.” 

The  doctor  was  the  picture  of  despair. 

“Let  up  on  me !”  he  pleaded. 

“Ho!”  retorted  Old  King  Brady.  “You’ll  go  to  jail 
for  this.  Lock  him  and  his  men  up,  officers !” 

The  prisoners  were  taken  out  to  the  van,  protesting, 
threatening  and  pleading  to  be  released. 

After  that  a  tour  of  inspection  of  the  place  was  made 
and  two  sane  men  were  found  among  the  patients,  who 
had  been  kept  prisoners  there  against  their  wills. 

They  were  released  and  the  keeper  in  Old  King  Brady’s 
cell  was  taken  out  to  the  other  prisoners. 

Leaving  the  asylum  in  care  of  the  domestics,  the  police 
drove  away  with  their  prisoners. 

The  Bradys  accompanied  them  to  make  a  charge  against 
the  villainous  doctor  and  on  the  wav  Harry  explained  how 
he  happened  to  arrive  at  such  an  opportune  moment. 

After  the  prisoners  were  locked  up  the  detectives  went 
downtown  with  Fanny,  and  ere  parting  with  her  at  her  door 
Old  King  Brady  said  to  the  girl: 

“You  are  the  victim  of  a  conspiracy.” 

“Ho  doubt  of  it,  Mr.  Brady,”  she  assented  sadly. 

“Wo  are  going  to  solve  this  puzzling  case.” 

“I  hope  you  will.” 
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“But  we  need  you  to  aid  us.” 

“How  can  I?” 

“F 11  tell  you.  You  know  the  new  porter  at  your  fac¬ 
tory  ?” 

“Oh,  yes.  He’s  a  very  decent  man  to.” 

“Well,  I  am  the  porter.” 

“You?” 

“Yes.” 

“Impossible !” 

“But  I  was  disguised.” 

“My  goodness!  Is  that  so?” 

“Yes.  I’m  shadowing  your  boss.” 

“I  see.” 

“We  suspect  him  of  complicity  in  Sam  Goldberg’s 
murder.”  ' 

“He’s  capable  of  anything.” 

“I’m  sure  he  was  the  real  author  of  your  abduction.” 

“It  wouldn’t  surprise  me  if  he  were.” 

“Now,  you  are  anxious  to  see  us  beat  those  crooks,  ain’t 
you?” 

“Most  decidedly  I  am.” 

“Will  you  aid  us?” 

“If  I  can.” 

“Oh,  you  can,  easy  enough.” 

“How  do  you  mean,  Mr.  Brady?” 

“To-morrow  I  want  you  to  go  to  your  place  of  business 
much  as  if  nothing  unusual  had  happened.” 

“But  I’m  afraid - ” 

“I’ll  be  there.” 

“That’s  different.” 

“Will  you  do, it?” 

“Yes,  sir.” 

“Very  well.  Pretend  nothing  unusual  happened.” 
“What  is  your  object  in  that,  sir?” 

“I  wish  to  see  what  effect  it  will  have  on  Isaac  Gold¬ 
berg.” 

“Very  well,  Mr.  Brady.” 

“Don’t  tell  a  soul  what  happened.” 

“Trust  me.” 

“We  want  to  catch  Johnson,  too,  you  know.” 

“I’m  aware  of  that,  sir.” 

Then  they  left  her  and  went  home. 

On  the  following  morning  Old  King  Brady,  garbed  as 
the  new  porter,  was  at  his  post  early. 

Fanny  came  in  at  eight  o’clock. 

Mr.  Goldberg  made  his  appearance  soon  after  the  girl, 
and  as  he  passed  through  the  factory  his  glance  fell  upon 
Fanny,  who  was  attending  to  her  business. 

He  paused,  turned  pale  and  glared  at  her. 
f or  a  moments  lie  panted  hard  for  breath  and 
rubbed  his  eyes  and  stared  at  her  harder  than  ever. 

Finally  he  exclaimed: 

“Miss  Clark!” 

“Sir.'  asked  the  girl,  innocently,  facing  him. 

“Come  into  my  private  office.” 

“All  right, /Mr.  Goldberg.” 

And  she  followed  him  in.  watched  by  Old  King  Brady. 
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The  old  detective  glided  over  to  the  door  where  he  eon I<1 
see  and  hear  all  that  passed  between  the  pair. 

When  Mr.  Goldberg  took  off  his  hat  and  sat  at  his  desk 
with  the  girl  standing  before  him,  he  said  to  her: 
“Where  was  you  last  night?” 

“At  home,  sir,”  she  answered,  quietly. 

“Indeed!  Didn’t  you  meet  with  an  accident?” 

“Why,  no,  sir.  What  accident?” 

“I — er — really  can’t  say.  I  thought — I  heard — that  is, 
some  one  told  me  they  thought  they  saw  you  in  trouble.” 
“Must  have  been  mistaken  in  the  party,  sir.” 

“Oh,  well,  it’s  of  no  consequence.  You  may  go.” 
Fanny  left  the  office. 

“Strange!”  Goldberg  muttered,  gazing  after  her. 

“Charley  told  me  he  had  drugged  her  and  put  her  in  an 

asylum.  x  He  must  have  lied  to  me.” 

These  words  had  scarcely  left  his  lips  when  the  outer 

door  flew  open  and  Johnson,  pale  and  breathless,  dashed  in. 

He  ran  face  to  dace  with  Fanny. 

«/ 

A  yell  of  dismay  escaped  him  and  he  staggered  back. 
“What!”  he  panted.  “You — here??; 

“Sir?”  said  the  girl  quietly.  “I  don’t  know  you.” 
“Don’t  know  me?”  blankly  asked  Johnson. 

“I  never  saw  you  before  in  ray  life,”  calmly  said  Fanny. 
A  look  of  dismay  swept  over  Johnson’s  face. 

He  was  puzzled,  amazed  and  alarmed : 

“By  thunder!”  he  gasped,  “I  don't  understand  this!" 
Then  he  rushed  into  Goldberg’s  office  with  a  copy  of 
the  morning  paper  containing  an  account  of  the  raid  on 
Doctor  Harper’s  place,  and  the  story  of  the  girl’s  rescue. 

“Isaac!”  he  exclaimed,  “what  in  thunder  does  this 

1  , 

mean  ?” 


CHAPTER  XVI. 

A  KNOCK-OUT  BLOW. 

/ 

Isaac  Goldberg  was  sitting  at  his  desk  and  he  sprang  to 
his  feet  and  glared  at  Johnson,  with  a  puzzled  look. 

“What  do  you  mean?”  he  asked. 

Old  King  Brady  stood  outside  the  door  and  saw  and 
heard  everything  that  went  on. 

“I  mean,”  excitedly  said  Johnson,  “that  the  Bradys  and 
some  policemen  raided  Harper's  last  night  and  not  only 
arrested  him,  but  rescued  Fanny  Clark.” 

“Good  gracious!” 

“I  just  met  the  girl  outside  and  she  declared  she  did  not 
know  me,  although  it  was  I  who  talked  with  her  and  drove 
her  to  the  insane  asylum.” 

“Maybe  you  had  the  wrong  girl.” 

“What  nonsense!  When  I  posed  as  Paul  Reynard  were 
we  not  lovers?  Why  shouldn't  T  know  her?" 

“Very  true.  Then  she's  fooling  you." 

O  w 

“If  she  is  it's  under  instructions.” 

“From  whom?” 


“Those  detectives." 
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“You  must  be  right.” 

“We  are  in  danger.” 

“  Don't  get  panic-stricken.” 

'"Well,  1  am.  Now  see  here,  you  hired  me  to  do  a  job 
for  you  and  with  Fanny's  aid  i  did  it.  That  put  you  in 
my  power.  If  I  blow  on  you,  Goldberg,  you'd  go  to  jail.” 

“But  you  would  not  be  so  foolish.” 

“Certainly  not,  as  long  as  you  give  me  money.  I  scent 
danger  and  I  may  have  to  clear  out.  I  need  money  to  go. 
You'll  have  to  give  it  to  me.” 

“Money  again  !  Always  bleeding  me  !”  groaned  the  Jew 
with  a  look. of  anxiety.  “How  much  this  time?” 

“Five  thousand  dollars.” 

“You'll  bankrupt  me.” 

“I  don't  care  if  I  do.  I  must  protect  myself.” 

“I'll  give  it  to  you.” 

“Refuse  if  you  dare  !  I  was  a  fool  to  hire  that  lawyer  to 
defend  the  girl.  But  I  felt  sorry  for  her.  I  love  her  yet 
a  little.  Besides,  I  had  to  get  her  out  of  jail  so  I  could 
put  her  away  where  she  could  not  give  evidence  against 
me.  But  owing  to  the  Bradys  finding  out  my  game  I  had 
to  fail.  They’ve  saved  the  girl.” 

“And  now?” 

“They’ll  be  after  us.” 

“How  do  you  account  for  their  knowledge  of  you?” 

“Zora,  the  gipsy  fortune-teller,  gave  me  away.” 

“Blast  the  old  hag!  YTou  were  a  fool  for  being  so 
superstitious  as  to  consult  her.” 

“So  it  appears.” 

“I'm  in  trouble,  too,  Charley.  In  the  raid  I  had  some 
books  which  the  police  got  from  me  and  I  can't  get  them 
back.  If  Sam’s  widow  gets  those  books  my  plan  to  seize 
this  business  will  be  a  failure.” 

“And  the  forged  bills  of  sale  will  be  useless?” 

“Exactly.  They  won’t  be  worth  the  paper  they’re  writ¬ 
ten  on.” 

The  two  self-confessed  villains  gazed  blankly  at  each 
other  for  a  few  moments,  and  Old  King  Brady  smiled  and 
muttered : 

“They’ve  given  themselves  dead  away.”  * 

Finallv  Johnson  said: 

*/ 

“Goldberg,  you  had  better  vamp,  too.” 

“Me?  Never!” 

“Then  you’ll  get  pinched.” 

“What  can  any  one  prove  against  me,  Charley?” 

“Don’t  feel  too  safe.  You  might  come  to  grief.” 

“I’ll  run  when  I  see  real  danger.” 

“What  do  you  think  of  the  girl  pretending  that  she  did 
not  have  an  adventure  last  night?” 

“There’s  a  deep  reason  for  it,  you  may  be  sure.” 

“Have  you  questioned  her?” 

“I  have.” 

“And  learned  nothing?” 

“  Precisely.” 

“Well,  give  me  the  money.  I’m  going.” 

Laao  -at  down  at  his  desk  and  took  out  his  check  hook. 

At  this  point  Old  King  Brady  made  up  his  mind  to 

i,;rc-t  Johnson,  and  strode  into  the  office. 


- -  -  .  » -  —  ■  ■ 

Goldberg  scowled  at  him. 

“What  do  you  want  in  here?”  he  demanded. 

“A  few  words  with  this  man,”  answered  the  detective  as 
he  laid  liis  hand  on  Johnson’s  shoulder. 

The  young  man  drew  back  angrily. 

Trying  to  shake  off  the  supposed  porter’s  hand  he 
growled : 

“Say,  don’t  you  get  so  familiar  with  me.” 

“Tut,  tut!”  said  the  officer. 

“How  dare  you?” 

“Johnson,  you  are  my  prisoner?”  * 

“What!”  yelled  the  man,  leaping  back. 

“Mv  prisoner,  I  said!” 

“Why,  you  are  crazy!” 

“Oh,  no;  perfectly  sane,  I  assure  you.  But  as  I  see  you 
do  not  understand  I’ll  explain  that  I  am  Old  King  Brady, 
the  Secret  Service  detective.*” 

The  two  guilty  men  were  amazed  and  alarmed  to  hear 
this. 

Glaring  at  the  detective  a  moment  they  cried  out : 

“He’s  disguised!” 

“Run,  Charley!” 

The  young  man  had  torn  himself  free. 

But  the  sharp,  disagreeable  click  of  a  revolver  caused 
him  to  glance  around  over  his  shoulder,  and  he  found  him¬ 
self  staring  in  the  muzzle  of  the  detective’s  pistol. 

“I’m  lost!”  he  groaned. 

“Up  with  your  hands!”  roared  Old  King  Brady. 

Johnson  obeyed,  expecting  to  get  shot. 

At  this  moment,  however,  Goldberg  struck  the  old  de¬ 
tective  with  a  heavy,  ebony-wood  ruler. 

With  a  groan  Old  King  Brady  fell  senseless. 

Goldberg  slammed  the  safe  shut  and  locked  it,  took  a 
blank  check,  put  on  his  hat  and  with  a  face  as  pale  as 
death  he  exclaimed,  hoarsely: 

“Come  on,  Charley,  we’ll  have  to  go  now.” 

“Got  money?” 

“I  have  a  check  to  get  some.” 

“Did  yo  i  kill  him?” 

“I  think  not.  He’s  merely  senseless.” 

They  hastened  out  of  the  factory  together,  and  upon 
reaching  the  street  got  in  a  cab  and  rode  away. 

Quarter  of  an  hour  later  Fanny  entered  the  office  with 
some  mail  and  found  Old  King  Brady  lying  on  the  floor  un¬ 
conscious. 

She  did  not  scream  or  faint,  although  her  pale,  delicate 
face  was  drawn  and  there  was  a  startled  look  in  her  big 
eves. 

t j 

She  examined  the  detective  carefully. 

“Stunned  only!”  she  muttered. 

Then  she  got  some  ice  water  and  revived  him. 

Once  lie  was  on  his  feet  he  felt  a  lump  on  his  head,  and 
facing  the  girl  he  ased  her: 

“Where  are  Goldberg  and  Johnson?” 

“Left  together,  fifteen  minutes  ago.  What  happened?” 

“Your  boss  stunned  me  with  a  blow  when  I  betrayed 
my  ident  ity,  and  tried  to  arrest  Johnson.” 

“The  brute!” 
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“They've  given  me  the  slip.” 

“Have  they  gone  for  good?” 

“1  wouldn’t  be  surprised.” 

“What’s  to  be  done?” 

“  I'll  have  to  follow  them.” 

“Good  luck  to  you,  Mr.  Brady.” 

You  go  home  now  and  stay  there/"'  > 

Very  well,  sir.” 

The  detective  rushed  out  of  the  factory. 

Down  in  the  street  he  met  a  policeman  of  whom  he 
asked :  $ 

“Did  you  see  two  men  come  out  of  here  a  while  ago?’ 
“Mr.  Goldberg?” 

“Yes.” 

“He  and  a  stylish  chap  got  in  a  cab  and  rode  off.” 

“Can  you  describe  the  cab?”  , 

“It's  Barney  Flannagan’s.  'He  holds  out  near  the  cor¬ 
ner  and  is  bound  to  come  back  soon.” 

“Then  I’ll  wait  for  him.” 

“What’s  up?” 

Old  King  Brady  showed  his  badge  and  answered : 
“They’ve  been  up  to  mischief  and  are  wanted  at  head¬ 
quarters. 


CHAPTER  XVII. 


THE  FUGITIVES  LOST. 


When  Doctor  Harper  and  his  men  were  arraigned  in 
eourt  they  found  Harry  there  prosecuting  a  serious  charge 
against  them. 

The  judge  held  them  for  trial  and  they  were  committed 
to  the  Tombs.  * 

Young  King  Brady  then  went  to  Toby  Green’s  shop  and 
got  a  written  affidavit  from  him,  charging  a  man  of  Paul 
Reynard’s  description  with  having  forced  him  to  poison  the 
Ngum  of  an  envelope. 

This  done  the  boy  hired  a  passing  cab  to  carry  him  up  to 
the  Canal  Street  factory  as  he  wished  to  consult  Old  King 
Brady. 

When  the  vehicle  reached  the  Goldberg  Brothers’  place, 
and  paused  before  the  door,  Old  King  Brady  himself  ap¬ 
proached  and  looked  at  Harry  in  surprise  as  he  alighted. 

“Hello!”  said  he  to  the  boy.  “What  brings  you  here?” 

“  I  came  to  see  if  you  thought  it  advisable  to  arrest  Zora.” 

“No.  It  isn’t  worth  while.  If  we  need  the  hag  we 
know  where  we  can  lay  hands  on  her.  I’ve  got  news  for 
you.” 

“What  is  it?” 

“Johnson  and  Goldberg  fled  together  when  I  fried  to 
arrest  the  former,  and  I'm  trying  to  find  out  where  they 
went.” 

“How  can  you  do  that?” 

“Watch  me  and  I'll  show  you.” 

“What  are  you  going  to  do?” 

Addressing  Harry's  cabman  Old  King  Brady  asked: 
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“Ain’t  you  Barney  Flannagan?” 

“That’s  me,  sor,”  replied  the  driver. 

“Didn’t  you  carry  Goldberg  and  a  young  man  awa\  from 

here  about  two  hours  ago?” 

“Yis,  sor.” 

“Where  did  you  take  them  to.'” 

“I  wuz  towld  not  ter  tell.” 

“Indeed  !  Will  this  make  you  confide  in  me?” 

He  o’ave  the  man  a  five  dollar  bill  and  Barney  began  tc 
grin  and  look  wise  as  He  put  it  in  his  pocket. 

“I  got  ther  mate  ter  that  ter  kape  me  thrap  shut,’  said 
he.  “Now,  sor,  I  figger  it  out  this  way:  If  Mr.  Goldberg" 
gave  me  foive  dollys  ter  kape  it  a  secret,  sure  your  foive 
dollys  is  as  good  as  his  an’  will  open  me  mouth  agin.  ’ 

“That’s  a  good  way  to  calculate,”  laughed  Old  King 
Brady  good-naturedly.  “What’s  the  answer.'” 

“I  brung  ther  pair  av  thim  ter  ther  deppo.  ’ 

“Grand  Central?” 

“Divil  a  bit.  Ter  ther  Pinnsylvanev,  fut  av  Courtlandt 
Street.”  x 

“Then  thev  left  the  city,  eh?’’ 

t/  * 

“G’wan!  It’s  a  bluff  they  c-booked  at  me.” 

“How  so,  Barney  ?” 

“Sure,  they  wint  in  ther  deppo,  d’yer  moind?” 

“Yes?”  *  ,  j 

“Thin  they  kern  out  whin  they  t’inks  I  was  gone.” 

“Ah!  the  sly  rascals!” 

“I  wor  tangled  up  among  ther  thrucks  on  West  Street 
an'  they  didn't  clap  eyes  on  me,  although  it’s  thim  I  saw 
entoirely  be  peekin’  back.  An’  what  did  ther  rogues  do  but 
dodge  over  ter  Paddy  Mally’s  saloon,  go  in  ther  soide 
dure  an’  vanish.” 

“Well — what  happened?” 

“  Ses  I,  ‘Bad  luck  ter  thim !  It’s  some  roguery  they’re 
up  ter  or  it’s  not  so  careful  they’d  be  ter  doq^le  on  their 
thracks  that  way.  Sure,  I'll  have  a  sup  uv  whisky  in 
Paddy’s,  ap’  be  ther  same  token  I’ll  satisfov  me  curiosity 
about  ther  sneaky  way  av  ther  spalpeens  a-goin’  in  there,’ 
ses  I,  ‘whin  they  oughter  be  on  ther  railroad.’  So  in  I  goes, 
an’  meetin’  Paddy  I  axes  him  about  ther  pair,  an’  ses  he, 
‘They've  taken  a  room  av  me  an'  intinds  ter  shtav  a  week, 
so  they  do.'  Then  I  wondhered  whoy  they  did  such  a 
t'ing  as  ter  be  afther  boordin’  in  ther  loikes  av  a  sailor's 
lodgin’  house  whin  they  wor  min  worth  their  thousands. 
Sure,  an  it’s  ther  Waldorf  hotel  they  should  have  gone  to 
entoirely.  Armyway,  I’d  found  'em  out,  an’,  bedad,  that's 
all  I  wanted.” 

“Then  you  came  uptown,  I  suppose?” 

“I  did  that,  an  picked  up  ver  fri’nd  on  ther  way.” 

“Barney,  we  want  you  to  take  us  right  back  there.” 

“I'll  do  it  wid  agility,  sor.” 

“And  here’s  your  pay.” 

The  detective  handed  over  another  five  dollar  bill. 

The  cabman  was  delighted. 

c 

TTurroo !  said  he.  “  It  s  rainin'  money  ter-dav.  Faith. 
I  knew  it’s  good  luck  I'd  be  after  havin'  whin  I  picked  up 
that  horseshoe  this  marniiv  on  Broadway/’ 

The  Bradys  entered  the  cab. 
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i  racking  his  whip  Barney  sent  his  old  bay  mare  flying 
downtown  at  a  lively  clip. 

During  the  ride  Old  King  Brady  detailed  all  that  had 
occurred,  and  Harry  explained  his  doings. 

A  satisfied  smile  crossed  the  boy's  face  and  he  said : 

“The  whole  case  is  clear  enough  now.  Those  two  men 
gave  themselves  away  to  you.  Summed  up  briefly  the  facts 
in  the  case  are  these :  Isaac  paid  Reynard  to  put  Sam  Gold¬ 
berg  out  of  the  way.  Reynard  got  Green  to  poison  an 
envelope.  Reynard  met  his  sweetheart,  Fanny,  and  giving 
her  the  poisoned  envelope,  without  telling  her  his  object, 
induced  her  to  return  to  the  factory  on  the  pretext  of 
getting  her  umbrella,  so  she  could  slip  in  Goldberg’s  private 
office  and  put  the  drugged  envelope  in  Sam’s  desk  where 
he  would  be  most  likely  to  use  it.  The  man  licked  the 
envelope  and  was  poisoned.  Isaac  doubtless  gof  the  pois¬ 
oned  envelope  and  put  it  out  of  sight.  The  deep  rascal 
declared  he  did  not  know  to  whom  it  was  addressed,  and 
as  Sam  was  dead  no  one  could  tell  what  really  became  of 
it.  It  was  supposed  to  have  been  mailed  with  other  let¬ 
ters.  So  much  for  the  deed.  Xow  for  t^he  object.” 

■“ That’s  evident  enough,  too,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 

“My  theory  is  this,  judging  by  what  you  learned:  Isaac 
coveted  entire  ownership  of  the  business.  To  get  it  he  had 
his  half-brother  killed,  forged  bills  of  sale,  which  falsely 
represented  that  Sam  sold  his  interest  in  the  concern  to 
Isaac  for  the  sum  of  ten  thousand  dollars.  Isaac  pre¬ 
tended  that  Sam  lost  his  money  in  bad  speculations  in 
Wall  Street.  He  designs  to  rob  Sam’s  widow  and  orphans. 
The  books  you  recovered  in  court  contains  evidence  that 
Isaac’s  business  was  yet  shared  by  Mr.  Samuel  Goldberg, 
and  Isaac  will  have  to  disgorge.” 

“The  books  contained  more.” 

“What?” 

“This!” 

And  Old  King  Brady  held  up  the  poisoned  envelope! 

It  was  sealed  and  addressed  to  Sam’s  lawyer. 

“Where  did  you  find  it?”  cried  Harry. 

“In  one  of  the  books  you  mentioned.” 

“Between  the  leaves?” 

“Ye*” 

“Good  enough !  Sealed?” 

“Tight,” 

“We  must  deliver  it  and  have  it  opened  and  the  contents^ 
rf,arj  But  how  do  you  know  this  is  the  poisoned  envelope 
which  killed  that  man?  You  don’t  know  for  a  certainty 
until  we  have  the  gum  analyzed  by  a  chemist.” 

“ff-  jn  Sam’s  writing  that  the  address  is  inscribed^ and 
would  not  keep  it  unless  it  were  the  fatal  envelope.” 


“We  can  easily  prove  whether  it  is  or  not  by  having  the 
gum  analyzed,”  said  Harry. 

Shortly  afterward  they  reached  Paddy  Mally’s  place  and 
the  detectives  went  into  the  saloon  with  the  driver. 

Here,  to  their  disgust,  they  learned  that  the  two  men  had 
suddenly  left,  saying  they  might  never  return ! 

All  trace  of  the  villains  was  lost. 

The  detectives  made  every  effort  to  find  some  evidence  of 
the  pair,  but  failed  signally. 

They  were  finally  forced  to  give  it  up. 

“You  can  drive  us  to  Secret  Service  headquarters  in  the 
Federal  building,”  said  Old  King  Brady  to  the  cabman. 

And  they  leaped  into  the  vehicle  and  were  carried  away. 

As  they  rode  along  Old  King  Brady  remarked : 

“Well,  we’ve  got  at  least  one  hope  of  locating  the  pair.” 

“To  what  are  you  alluding  now?”  asked  Harry  eagerly. 

“Goldberg  has  a  valuable  business.  He  is  not  going  to 
desert  it.  Even  if  far  away  he  will  surely  communicate 
with  some  one  to  have  'the  business  watched  and  kept 
going  during  his  absence.  That  somebody  must  be  his 
wife.” 

“You  propose  to  shadow  her,  then?” 

“I  do.  Through  her  we  may  learn  where  he  is  located.”  \ 

“By  Jove!  you  are  right.  Where  can  find  her  ad¬ 
dress?” 

“In  a  city  directory.” 

“We’ll  hunt  her  up,  then?” 

“Assuredly.” 

“Very  well.  Ah — here’s  headquarters!” 

They  alighted  and  dismissed  the  cabman,  saying  they 
had  no  further  use  for  him. 

Then  the  officers  passed  into  the  building  and  soon  after¬ 
ward  were  earnestly  discussing  the  case  with  their  chief. 


i  '  - 

CHAPTER  XVIII. 

CONCLUSION. 

On  the  following  afternoon  Old  King  Brady  went  up  to 
East  Seventy-sixth  Street  and  met  Harry  who  was  shadow¬ 
ing  Goldberg’s  house. 

“Learned  anything?”  he  asked  the  boy. 

“Mrs.  Goldberg  has  not  left  the  house  once,  but  she  re¬ 
ceived  several  letters  and  telegrams.  I  intercepted  the  post¬ 
man,,  gained  a  look  at  one  of  the  letters  and  saw  that  it  was 
addressed  in  her  husband’s  handwriting.” 

.  “He  then  is  in  communication  with  her?” 

“So  it  seems.  And  how  did  you  fare?”  ' 
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“All  right.  I’ve  had  the  gum  on  that  envelope  analyzed. 
It  contains  enough  aconite  to  kill  an  elephant.” 

“Then  that’s  the  one  which  killed  Sam  Goldberg.” 
“Undoubtedly.” 

“What  did  the  letter  say  contained  in  the  envelope?” 
“It  was  written  by  Sam  to  his  lawyer,  and  he  confided 
to  him  the  fact  that  he  feared  his  half-brother  Isaac  wanted 
to  put  him  out  of  the  way.  He  went  on  to  say  that  if 
anything  happened  to  him  that  the  lawyer  would  file  his 
will  and  protect  his  wife’s  interests.” 

“I  see.” 

The  detectives  watched  the  house  till  nightfall. 

About  ten  o’clock  Mrs.  Goldberg  left  the  place  and  hur¬ 
ried  on  foot  over  to  Fifth  Avenue. 

She  walked  up  to  Eighty-third  Street  and  ascended  the 
% 

stoop  of  a  mansion,  rang  the  bell  and  was  admitted  by  a 
man. 

i  * 

At  one  glance  Harry  saw  that  he  was  Johnson ! 

He  told  his  partner. 

They  retreated  to  the  shadow  of  a  pile  of  building  ma- 
terial  for  a  new  house  in  course  of  erection,  next  door  to 
the  mansion  into  which  the  woman  had  gone. 

After  a  fewunoments’  consultation  they  saw  a  policeman 
coming  along  and  Old  King  Brady  accosted  him  with : 

“Who  lives  in  that  mansion?” 

“Robert  Johnson,  the  banker.” 

“Has  he  a  son  Charley?” 

“Yes.  I’m  told  by  the  servants  that  he’s  a  loafer.  His 
father  kicked  him  out.  The  family  are  away  in  Europe.  I 
understand  Charley  came  back  and  lives  in  the  house  alone 
during  the  family’s  absence  from  the  city.” 

The  detective  showed  his  badge  and  said : 

“We  want  to  arrest  Charley  for  some  crooked  work. 
Will  you  ring  the  bell  to  get  som6  one  to  open  the  door. 
Give  them  a  bluff  that  you  saw  a  burglar  trying  to  get  in.” 

“All  right,  sir.” 

The  policeman  ascended  the  stoop  and  rang  the  bell. 
They  saw  Charley  peer  out  a  window  to  see  who  it  was, 
and  recognizing  the  policeman  he  sang  out: 

“What  do  you  want,  Riley?” 

“Burglars  trying  to  get  in,  Mr.  Johnson.  Open  the  door 
and  let  me  in,  but  don’t  make  any  noise.” 

“All  right,  Riley.  Wait  a  moment.” 

The  door  was  opened  presently  and  the  Bradys  dashed  in. 
Johnson  gave  a  cry  of  alarm  and  recoiled. 

“Surrender!”  cried  Harry,  covering  him  with  a  pistol. 
“Never!”  hissed  the  young  man. 

He  rushed  upstairs,  yelling: 

“Goldberg,  it’s  the  Bradys!  Run  for  your  life!” 


Out  of  a  closet  sped  the  tobacco  dealer,  in  one  of  the 
bedrooms,  and  his  wife  began  to  shriek. 

Upstairs  fled  the  two  men,  pursued  by  the  detectives. 

They  reached  the  roof  and  rushed  for  the  new  building. 

But  they  landed  on  a  plank,  which  turned  with  them, 
and  uttering  wild  shrieks  of  horror  the  two  men  were  pre¬ 
cipitated  down  through  the  open  floor,  story  after  story, 
into  the  cellar. 

When  the  Bradys  found  their  mangled  bodies,  Gold¬ 
berg  was  dead  and  Johnson  so  badly  hurt  he  could  not  live. 

The  unfortunate  young  man  was  carried  to  the  hospital 
in  an  ambulance,  and  Goldberg’s  body  was  taken  home 
by  his  wife. 

Before  Johnson  died  he  confessed  that  he  was  Reynard, 
and  that  Goldberg  had  paid  him  to  poison  Sam  by  means 
of  the  envelope  which  had  done  the  fatal  work.  . 

As  Fanny  was  merely  an  innocent  dupe  of  the  two  men 
she  was  exonerated  and  acquitted  in  court. 

The  books  Old  King  Brady  secured  proved  Sam  Gold¬ 
berg  was  a  partner  in  the  business  and  his  wife  and  chil¬ 
dren  inherited  his  interest,  when  the  estate  was  settled  by 
the  surrogate. 

The  two  widows  resolved  to  run  the  business,  and  as 
Fanny  Clark  was  capable  of  its  management  she  was  in¬ 
stalled  there  at  a  huge  salary,  and  made  a  success  of  it. 

Her  first  care  was  to  discharge  Daly. 

Doctor  Harper  and  his  gang  were  sentenced  and  the  no¬ 
torious  asylum  was  broken  up. 

Zora,  the  gipsy,  and  Toby  Green  had  been  called  on  to 
give  evidence  against  Johnson,  after  which  the  hag  van¬ 
ished  from  New  York. 

As  for  the  Bradys,  they  were  soon  employed  at  unravel¬ 
ing  another  strange  mystery  for  the  Secret  Service. 

As  we  shall  detail  their  further  .adventures  in  a  tale 
to  follow  this  one,  we  will  quit  them  for  a  while. 

THE  END.  J 
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Stevens,  whose  home  in  the  West  is  in  the  immediate 
th®  l,la?e  where  the  James  Boys  met  with  the  most  of 
tneir  daring  adventures,  and  who  is  familiar  with  the  incidents  he 
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1  The  James  Boys;  or,  The  Bandit  King’s  Last  Shot. 

*■  basing  James  Boys;  or,  A  Detective’s  Dangerous  Case. 

8  The  James  Boys  and  Pinkerton  ;  or,  Frank  and  Jesse  as  Detectives. 

4  The  Man  from  Nowhere,  and  His  Adventures  with  the  James  Boys. 

5  Jesse  James  and  Siroc;  or,  A  Detective’s  Chase  for  a  Horse. 

6  The  James  Boys  in  Texas  ;  or,  A  Detective’s  Thrilling  Adventures 

in  the  Lone  Star  State. 

7  Sam  Sixkiller,  the  Cherokee  Detective ;  or,  The  James  Boys’  Most 

Dangerous  Foe. 

8  Old  Saddle  Bags,  the  Preacher  Detective;  or,  The  James  Boys 

in  a  Fix. 

9  The  Double  Shadow;  or,  The  James  Boys  Baffled. 

10  Jesse  James’  Last  Shot;  or,  Tracked  by  the  Ford  Boys. 

11  The  Last  of  the  Band  ;  or,  The  Surrender  of  Frank  James. 

12  The  James  Boys  Tricked ;  or.  A  Detective’s  Cunning  Game. 

13  Thirty  Days  with  the  James  Boys ;  or,  A  Detective’s  Wild  Chase 

in  Kentucky.  1 

14  The  Masked  Horseman;  or,  The  Silent  Rider  of  the  Border. 

15  Mysterious  Ike  f  or,  The  Masked  Unknown. 

26  The  James  Boys  at  Bay  ;  or,  Sheriff  Timberlake’s  Triumph. 

17  The  James  Boys  in  No  Man’s  Land;  or,  The  Bandit  King’s  Last 

Ride. 

18  Jim  Cummins  and  the  Detectives ;  or,  Wild  Adventures  on  the 

Missouri. 

19  The  Ford  Boys’  Vengeance ;  or,  From  Bandits  to  Detectives. 

20  Wood  Hite’s  Fate  ;  or,  The  Mystery  of  the  Old  Log  House. 

21  The  James  Boys  Afloat;  or,  The  Wild  Adventures  of  a  Detective 

on  the  Mississippi. 

22  The  James  Boys  Lost ;  or,  The  Detective’s  Curious  Case. 

23  Jesse  James’  Pledge ;  or,  The  Bandit  King’s  Last  Ride. 

24  The  Man  on  the  Black  Horse  ;  or,  The  James  Boys’  First  Ride  In 

Missouri. 

25  The  James  Boys  in  Deadwood  ;  or,  The  Game  Pair  of  Dakota. 

26  Life  and  Death  of  Jesse  James,  and  Lives  of  the  Ford  Boys. 

27  Frank  James,  the  Avenger,  and  His  Surrender.  / 

28  The  James  Boys  Baffled ;  or,  A  Detective’s  Game  of  Bluff. 

29  Pinkerton’s  Boy  Detectives  ;  or,  Trying  to  Capture  the  James  Boys. 

30  The  James  Boys’  Blunder ;  or,  The  Fatal  Mistake  at  Northfield. 

31  The  James  Boys  on  the  Road ;  or,  The  Bandit  Kings  in  a  New  Field. 
82  The  James  Boys’  Shadows  ;  or,  The  Nemesis  of  the  Bandits. 

33  The  James  Boys’  Signal  Lights  ;  or,  The  Cavern  of  Mystery. 

34  Jesse  James,  the  Midnight  Horseman  ;  or,  The  Silent  Rider  of  the 

Ozark. 

35  The  James  Boys  in  Danger ;  or,  Carl  Greene  the  Detective’s  Cun¬ 

ning  Scheme. 

36  The  James  Boys’  League ;  or,  Baffled  by  a  Keen  Detective. 


37  The  James  Boys’  Band  of  Ten ;  or,  The  Red  Light  on  the  Bluff. 

38  The  James  Boys  Jailed;  or,  Carl  Green  the  Detective’s  Clever 

Capture. 

39  The  James  Boys  in  the  Saddle;  or,  The  Highwayman  and  the 

Haunted  Mill. 

40  The  James  Boys’  Mistake;  or,  Carl  Green  the  Detective’s  Clever 

Ruse. 

41  The  James  Boys  In  a  Trap  ;  or,  Carl  Greene’s  Neatest  Trick. 

42  The  James  Boys  in  Arkansas ;  or,  After  Confederate  Gold. 

43  The  James  Boys  Knights  of  the  Road ;  or,  The  Masked  Men  of 

Missouri. 

14  Quantrell’s  Old  Guard ;  or,  The  James  Boys  in  Missouri. 

45  The  James  Boys  Island;  or  Routed  by  a  Game  Detective. 

46  The  James  Boys’  Longest  Run ;  or  Chased  a  Thousand  Miles. 

47  The  James  Boys’  Last  Flight;  or,  Carl  Greene’s  Greatest  Victory. 

48  The  James  Boys’  Reckless  Raid;  or,  Sheriff  Timberlake’s  Blind 

Trap. 

49  Jesse  James  Avenged ;  or,  The  Death  of  Bob  Ford. 

50  The  James  Boys’  Boldest  Raid;  or,  Foiled  by  a  Brave  Detective. 

51  The  James  Boys’  Treasure  Hunt ;  or  A  Thirty  Days’  Race  with 

Detectives. 

52  The  James  Boys  and"  the  Dwarf;  or,  Carl  Greene’s  Midget  Detec¬ 

tive. 

53  The  James  Boys’  Ride  for  Life;  or,  Chased  by  Five  Detectives. 

54  The  James  Boys’  Fight  for  Millions;  or,  Carl  Greene  the  Detec¬ 

tive’s  Richest  Case. 

55  The  James  Boys’  Dead-Shot  Legion ;  or,  The  Running  Fight  on 

the  Border. 

56  The  James  Boys’  Bold  Move  ;  or,  The  Game  that  was  Blocked  by 

a  Keen  Detective. 

57  The  James  Boys  as  Brigands;  or.  The  Bandits  of  the  Big  Blue. 

5  8  The  James  Boys’  Dash  for  Life  or  Death ;  or,  The  Detective’s  Secret 
Snare. 

5  9  The  Janies  Boys  in  Peril;  or,  Carl  Greene  the  Detective’s  Oath. 

60  The  James  Boys  and  the  Box  of  Diamonds;  or,  Scheming  for  Millions. 

61  The  James  Boys  Among  the  Clouds;  'or,  The  Bpld  Detective’s  Fear¬ 

ful  Plunge.  v 

62  The  James  Boys’  Mystery;  or,  The  Bandit  Chief’s  Double. 

6  3  The  James  Boys’  Hut;  or,  Outwitting  Carl  Greene. 

64  The  James  Boys’ Lottery  of  Death;  or.  Running  the  Gauntlet  with  De¬ 

tectives. 

65  The  James  Boys’  Bad  Luck;  or,  Hard  Pushed  by  Carl  Greene. 

6  6  The  James  Boys’  Fort;  or,  Carl  Greene’s  Twenty  Failures. 

6  7  The  James  Boys’  Surrender;  or,  Carl  Greene’s  First  Triumph. 

68  The  James  Boys  in  the  Mountains;  or,  Carl  Greene  the  detective’s  Great 
Surprises.  * 
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WORK  AND  WIN. 

'Pile  Best  Bublisliecl. 

AKL  THE  NUMBERS  ARE  ALWAYS  1 1ST  PRINT. 


READ  ONE  AND  YOU  WILE  READ  THEM  ALL. 


LATEST  ISSUES: 

48  Frea  Fearnot  in  Wall  Street;  or,  Making  and  Losing  a  Million. 

49  Fred  Fearnot’ s  Desperate  Ride  ;  or,  A  Dash  to  Save  Evelyn. 

50  Fred  Fearnot's  Great  Mystery  ;  or,  How  Terry  Proved  His  Courage. 

51  Fred  Fearnot's  Betrayal ;  or,  The  Mean  Work  of  a  False  Friend. 

52  Fred  Fearnot  in  the  Klondike  ;  or,  Working  the  “Dark  Horse”  Claim. 

53  Fred  Fearnot's  Skate  For  Life ;  or,  Winning  the  “Ice  Flyers’  ”  Pen¬ 

nant. 

64  Fred  Fearnot's  Rival  ;  or,  Betrayed  by  a  Female  Enemy. 

55  Fred  Fearnot’s  Defiance  ;  or,  His  Great  Fight  at  Dedham  Lake. 

56  Fred  Fearnot's  Big  Contract :  or,  Running  a  County  Fair. 

57  Fred  Fearnot's  Daring  Deed  ;  or,  Saving  Terry  from  the  Lynchers. 

58  Fred  Fearnot’s  Revenge;  or,  Defeating  a  Congressman. 

59  Fred  Fearnot's  Trap  ;  or,  Catching  the  Train  Robbers. 

60  Fred  Fearnot  at  Harvard  ;  or,  Winning  the  Games  for  Yale. 

61  Fred  Fearnot's  Ruse  ;  or,  Turning  Tixamp  to  Save  a  Fortune. 

62  Fred  Fearnot  in  Manila  ;  or,  Plotting  to  Catch  Aguinaldo. 

63  Fred  Fearnot  and  Oom  Paul  ;  or,  Battling  for  the  Boers. 

64  Fred  Fearnot  in  Johannesburg;  or,  The  Terrible  Ride  to  Kimberley. 

65  Fred  Fearnot  in  Kaffir-land  ;  or,  Hunting  for  the  Lost  Diamond. 

66  Fred  Fearnot’s  Lariat ;  or,  How  He  Caught  His  Man. 

67  Fred  Fearnot’s  Wild  West  Show  :  or,  The  Biggest  Thing  on  Earth. 

68  Fred  Fearnot's  Great  Tour  ;  or.  Managing  an  Opera  Queen. 

69  Fred  Fearnot's  Minstrels;  or,  Terry's  Great  Hit  as  an  End  Man. 

70  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Duke ;  or,  Baffling  a  Fortune  Hunter. 

71  Fred  Fearnqt’s  Day  ;  or.  The  Great  Reunion  at  Avon. 

72  Fred  Fearnot  in  the  South  ;  or,  Out  with  Old  Bill  Bland. 

73  Fred  Fearnot’s  Museum ;  or,  Backing  Knowledge  with  Fun. 

74  Fred  Fearnot's  Athletic  School  ;  or,  Making  Brain  and  Brawn. 

75  Fred  Fearnot  Mystified  ;  or,  The  Disappearance  of  Terry  Olcott. 

76  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Governor;  or,  Working  Hard  to  Save  a  Life. 

77  Fred  Fearnot’s  Mistake  ;  or,  Up  Against  His  Match. 

78  Fred  Fearnot  in  Texas;  or,  Terry’s  Man  from  Abilene. 

79  Fred  Fearnot  as  a  Sheriff ;  or,  Breaking  up  a  Desperate  Gang. 

80  Fred  Fearnot  Baffled ;  or,  Outwitted  by  a  Woman. 

81  Fred  Fearnot's  Wit,  and  How  It  Saved  His  Life. 

82  Fred  Fearnot’s  Great  Prize  ;  or.  Working  Hard  to  Win. 

83  Fred  Fearnot  at  Bay  ;  or,  His  Great  Fight  for  Life. 

84  Fred  Fearnot’s  Disguise  ;  or,  Following  a  Strange  Clew. 

85  Fred  Fearnot's  Moose  Hunt ;  or,  Adventures  in  the  Maine  Woods. 

86  Fred  Fearnot's  Oratory;  or,  Fun  at  the  Girls’  High  School. 

87  Fred  Fearnot's  Big  Heart ;  or.  Giving  the  Poor  a  Chance. 

88  Fred  Fearnot  Accused  ;  or,  Tricked  by  a  Villain. 

89  Fred  Fearnot’s  Pluck  ;  or,  Winning  Against  Odds. 

90  Fred  Fearnot’s  Deadly  Peril ;  or,  His  Narrow  Escape  from  Ruin. 

91  Fred  Fearnot’s  Wild  Ride  ;  or,  Saving  Dick  Duncan’s  Life. 

92  Fred  Fearnot's  Long  Chase ;  or,  Trailing  a  Cunning  Villain. 

93  Fred  Fearnot's  Last  Shot,  and  How  It  Saved  a  Life. 

94  Fred  Fearnot's  Common  Sense  ;  or,  The  Best  Way  Out  of  Trouble. 

95  Fred  Fearnot’s  Great  Find  ;  or,  Saving  Terry  Olcott’s  Fortune. 

96  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Sultan  ;  or,  Adventures  on  the  Island  of  Sulu. 

97  Fred  Fearnot’s  Silvery  Tongue;  or,  Winning  an  Angry  Mob. 

98  Fred  Fearnot’s  Strategy  ;  or,  Outwitting  a  Troublesome  Couple. 

99  Fred  Fearnot’s  Little  Joke ;  or.  Worrying  Dic  k  and  Terry. 

100  Fred  Fearnot’s  Muscle ;  or,  Holding  His  Own  Against  Odds. 

101  Fred  Fearnot  on  Hand;  or,  Showing  Up  at  the  Right  Time. 

102  Fred  Fearnot’s  Puzzle  ;  or,  Worrying  the  Bunco  Steerers. 

103  Fred  Fearnot  and  Evelyn  ;  or.  The  Infatuated  Rival. 

104  Fred  Fearnot’s  Wager ;  or,  Downing  a  Brutal  Sport. 

105  Fred  Fearnot  at  St.  Simons:  or,  The  Mystery  of  a  Georgia  Island. 

106  Fred  Fearnot  Deceived  ;  or,  After  the  Wrong  Man. 

107  Fred  Fearnot’s  Charity  ;  or,  Teaching  Others  a  Lesson. 

108  Fred  Fearnot  asC’The  Judge  ;”  or,  Heading  off  the  Lynchers. 

109  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Clown  ;  or.  Saving  the  Old  Man’s  Place. 

110  Fred  Fearnot’s  Fine  Work  ;  or,  Up  Against  a  Crank. 

111  Fred  Fearnot’s  Bad  Break  ;  or,  What  Happened  to  Jones. 

112  Fred  Fearnot's  Round  Tip  ;  or,  A  Lively  Time  on  the  Ranche. 

113  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Giant;  or,  A  Hot  Time  in  Cheyenne. 

114  Fred  Fearnot’s  Cool  Nerve;  or,  Giving  It  Straight  to  the  Boys. 

115  Fred  Fearnot’s  Way  ;  or,  Doing  Up  a  Sharper. 


116  Fred  Fearnot  in  a  Fix;  or,  The  Blackmailer’s  Game. 

317  Fred  Fearnot  as  a  “Broncho  Buster;”  or,  A  Great  Time  In  th* 
Wild  West. 

118  Fred  Fearnot  and  His  Mascot;  or,  Evelyn’s  Fearless  Ride. 

119  Fred  Fearnot’s  Strong  Arm;  or,  The  Bad  Man  of  Arizona. 

120  Fred  Fearnot  as  a  “Tenderfoot ;”  or,  Having  Fun  with  the  Cow¬ 

boys. 

121  Fred  Fearnot  Captured;  or,  In  the  Hands  of  His  Enemies. 

122  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Banker  ;  or,  A  Schemer’s  Trap  to  Ruin  Him. 

123  Fred  Fearnot’s  Great  Feat;  or,  Winning  a  Fortune  on  Skates. 

124  Fred  Fearnot's  Iron  Will ;  or,  Standing  Up  for  the  Right. 

125  Fred  Fearnot  Cornered  ;  or,  Evelyn  and  the  Widow. 

126  Fred  Fearnot’s  Daring  Scheme  ;  or,  Ten  Days  in  an  Insane  Asylum. 

127  Fred  Fearnot’s  Honor;  or,  Backing  Up  His  Word. 

128  Fred  Fearnot  an.d  the  Lawyer;  or,  Young  Billy  Dedham’s  Case. 

129  Fred  Fearnot  at  West  Point ;  or,  Having  Fun  with  the  Hazers. 

130  Fred  Fearnot’s  Secret  Society  ;  or,  The  Knights  of  the  Black  Ring. 

131  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Gambler ;  or,  The  Trouble  on  the  Lake 

Front. 

132  Fred  Fearnot’s  Challenge ;  or,  King  of  the  Diamond  Field. 

133  Fred  Fearnot’s  Great  Game;  or,  The  Hard  Work  That  Won. 

134  Fred  Fearnot  in  Atlanta;  or,  The  Black  Fiend  of  Darktown. 

135  Fred  Fearnot’s  Open  Hand  ;  or,  How  He  Helped  a  Friend. 

136  Fred  Fearnot  in  Debate ;  or,  The  Warmest  Member  of  the  House. 

137  Fred  Fearnot’s  Great  Plea ;  or,  His  Defence  of  the  “Moneyless 

Man.” 

138  Fred  Fearnot  at  Princeton  ;  or,  The  Batttle  of  the  Champions. 

139  Fred  Fearnot’s  Circus  ;  or,  High  Old  Time  at  New  Era. 

140  Fred  Fearnot’s  Camp  Hunt;  or,  The  White  Deer  of  the  Adlron- 

dacks. 

141  Fred  Fearnot  and  His  Guide  ;  or,  The  Mystery  of  the  Mountain. 

142  Fred  Fearnot’s  County  Fair ;  or,  The  Battle  of  the  Fakirs. 

143  Fred  Fearnot  a  Prisoner ;  or,  Captured  at  Avon. 

144  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Senator  ;  or.  Breaking  up  a  Scheme. 

145  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Baron  ;  or,  Calling  Down  a  Nobleman. 

146  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Brokers;  or,  Ten  Days  in  Wall  Street. 

147  Fred  Fearnot’s  Little  Scrap  ;  or,  The  Fellow  Who  Wouldn’t  Stay 

Whipped. 

148  Fred  Fearnot’s  Greatest  Danger ;  or,  Ten  Days  with  the  Moon¬ 

shiners. 

149  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Kidnappers ;  or,  Trailing  a  Stolen  Child. 

150  Fred  Fearnot’s  Quick  Work  ;  or,  The  Hold  Up  at  Eagle  Pass. 

151  Fred  Fearnot  at  Silver  Gulch  ;  or,  Defying  a  Ring. 

152  Fred  Fearnot  on  the  Border ;  or,  Punishing  the  Mexican  Horis 

Stealers. 

153  Fred  Fearnot’s  Charmed  Life  ;  or,  Running  the  Gauntlet. 

154  Fred  Fearnot  Lost;  or.  Missing  for  Thirty  Days. 

155  Fred  Fearnot’s  Rescue;  or,  The  Mexican  Pocahontas. 

156  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  “White  Caps”;  or,  A  Queer  Turning  of  the 

Tables. 

157  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Medium;  or.  Having  Fun  with  the  “Spirits.” 

158  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  “Mean  Man”;  or,  The  Worst  He  Ever  Struck. 

1  59  Fred  Fearnot’s  Gratitude;  or,  Backing  Up  a  Plucky  Boy. 

160  Fred  Fearnot  Fined;  or.  The  Judge’s  Mistake. 

161  Fred  Fearnot’s  Comic  Opera;  or.  The  Fun  that  Raised  the  Funds. 

162  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Anarchists;  or.  The  Burning  of  the  Red  Flag. 

163  Fred  Fearnot’s  Lecture  Tour:  or,  Going  it  Alone. 

16  4  Fred  Fearnot’s  “New  Wild  West”;  or,  Astonishing  the  Old  East. 

165  Fred  Fearnot  in  Russia;  or,  Banished  by  the  Czar. 

166  Fred  Fearnot  in  Turkey;  or,  Defying  the  Sultan. 

167  Fred  Fearnot  in  Vienna;  or,  The  Trouble  on  the  Danube. 

168  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Kaiser;  or.  In  the  Royal  Palace  at  Berlin. 

169  Fred  Fearnot  in  Ireland;  or,  Watched  by  the  Constabulary. 

170  Fred  Fearnot  Homeward  Bound;  or.  Shadowed  by  Scotland  Yard. 

171  Fred  Fearnot’s  Justice;  or.  The  Champion  of  the  School  Marm. 

172  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Gypsies;  or.  The  Mystery  of  a  Stolen  Child. 

173  Fred  Fearnot’s  Silent  Hunt;  or,  Catching  the  “Green  Goods”  Men. 

17  4  Fred  fearnot’s  Big  Day;  or.  Harvard  and  Yale  at  New  Era. 
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m  THE  STAGE. 

THE  ROYS  OF  NEW  YORK  END  MEN’S  JOKE 
Com  a  mini;  a  groat  variety  of  the  latest  jokes  used  by  the 

*:n;!  njen.  No  amateur  minstrels  is  complete  without 

rtul  little  book. 

THE  ROYS  OF  NEW  YORK  STUMP  SPEAKER.— 
a  \aried  assortment  ot  stump  speeches,  Negro,  Dutch 
Also  end  men  s  jokes.  Just  the  thing  for  home  arnusc- 
an.ateur  shows. 

THE  BOYS  OF  NEW  YORK  MINSTREL  GUIDE 
ROOK.- — Something  new  and  very  instructive.  Every 
ml  obtain  this  book,  as  it  contains  full  instructions  for  or- 
an  amateur  minstrel  troupe. 

,  .  I.DOON'S  JOKES.' — This  is.  one  of  the  most  original- 

j  s  books  ever  published,  and  it  is  brimful  of  wit  and  humor.  It 
contains  a  large  collection  of  songs,  jokes,  conundrums,  etc.,  of 
lerretiee  Muldoon,  the  great  wit.  humorist  and  practical  joker  of 
the  day.  Every  boy  who  can  enjoy  a  good  substantial  joke  should 
Ob  a  in  a  copy  immediately. 

No.  79.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  ACTOR.— Containing  com¬ 
plete  instructions  how  to  make  up  for  various  characters  on  the 
stage;  together  with  the  duties  of.  the  Stage  Manager,  Prompter 
Scenic  Artist  and  Property  Man.  By  a  prominent  Stage  Manager. 

No.  SO.  GI_  S  \\  ILLIAMS’  JOKE  BOOK. — Containing  the  lat¬ 
est  jokes,  anecdotes  and  funny  stories  of  this  world-renowned  and 
ever  popular  German  comedian.  Sixty-four  pages:  handsome 
colored  cover  containing  a  half-tone  photo  of  the  author. 
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No.  16.  HOW 
full  instructions 
or  country,  and 
flowers  at  home, 
lished. 

No.  30.  HOW 


HOUSE  KEEP!  IMG. 

TO  KEEP  A  WINDOW  CARDEN.— Containing 
for  constructing  a  window  garden  either  in  town 
the  most  approved  methods  for  raising  beautiful 
I  he  most  complete  book  of  the  kind  ever  pub- 


TO  COOK. — One  of  the  most  instructive  books 
on  cooking  ever  published.  It  contains  recipes  for  cooking  meats, 

•  game  and  oysters ;  also  pies,  puddings,  cakes  and  all  kinds  of 
pasirj,  and  a  grand  collection  of  recipes  by  one  of  our  most  popular 

cooks. 

No.  3 <.  HOW  TO  KEEP  HOUSE. — It  contains  information  for 
everybody,  boys,  girls,  men  and  women  ;  it  will  teach  you  how  to 
make  almost  anything  around  the  house,  such  as  parlor  ornaments 
brackets,  cements,  Aeolian  harps,  and  bird  lime  for  catching  birds'. 

ELECTRICAL. 

No.  46.  HOW  TO  MAKE  AND  USE  ELECTRICITY.— A  de¬ 
scription  or  the  wonderful  uses  of  electricity  and  electro  magnetism  ; 
together  with  full  instructions  for  making  Electric  Toys.  Batteries, 
eu.  By  George  Trebel,  A.  M.,  M.  D.  Containing  over  fifty  il¬ 
lustrations. 

No.  64.  IIOW  TO  MAKE  ELECTRICAL  MACHINES.— Con¬ 
taining  lull  directions  for  making  electrical  machines,  induction 
coils,  dynamos,  and  many  novel  toys  to  be  worked  by  electricity. 
I»J  R.  A.  R.  Bennett.  Fully  illustrated. 

No.  67.  IIOW  TO  DO  ELECTRICAL  TRICKS.— Containing  a 
large  collection  of  instructive  and  highly  amusing  electrical  tricks, 
together  with  illustrations.  By  A.  Anderson. 

ENTERTAINMENT. 

TO  BECOME  A  VENTRILOQUIST.  By  Harry 

boy  reading 
hting  multi- 

.  ..  -  - —  - - - master  the 

ar ,  and  create  any  amount. of  fun  for  himself  and  friends.  It  is  the 
gr  book  ever  published,  and  there’s  millions  (of  fun)  in  it. 

No.  20.  HOW  TO  ENTERTAIN  AN  EVENING  PARTY. _ A 

very  valuable  little  book  just  published.  A  complete  compendium 
o!  games,  sports,  card  diversions,  comic  recitations,  etc.,  suitable 
for  parlor  or  drawing-room  entertainment.  It  contains  more  for  the 
m  mey  than  any  book  published. 

No.  35.  IIOW  TO  PLAY  GAMES. — A  complete  and  useful  little 
b  >o ,  containing  the  rules  and  regulations  of  billiards,  bagatelle 
b.'  K common,  croquet,  dominoes,  etc. 

.  *so-  BOW  TO  SOIA  L  CONI  NDRUMS. — Containing  all 
t:  -  leading  conundrums  of  the  day,  amusing  riddles,  curious  catches 

and  witty  sayings. 

No.  52.  HOW  TO  PLAY  CARDS  —A  complete  and  handy  little 
b  ,  giving  the  rules  and  full  directions  for  playing  Euchre,  Crib- 
bage,  Casino,  lorty-hve,  Bounce,  Pedro  Saneho,  Draw  Poker 
A  "ion  Pitch.  All  Fours  and  many  other  popular  games  of  cards’ 
16.  HOW  TO  DO  PUZZLES,— Containing  over  three  hum 


^  No.  9.  &OW 

Kennedy.  The  secret  given  away.  Every  intelligent 
this  nook  of  instructions,  by  a  practical  professor  (delig 
tudes  every  night  with  his  wonderful  imitations),  can 


di 

c 


-to 


—I 


resting  puzzles  and  conundrums  with  key  to  same  A 
:,ook.  Fully  illustrated.  By  A.  Anderson. 

ETIQUETTE. 

HOW  TO  DO  IT:  OR,  BOOK  OF  ETIQUETTE.— It 
a?  life  secret,  and  one  that  every  young  man  desires  to  know 
'I  here’s  happiness  in  it. 

HOW’  TO  BEHAVE.- — Containing  the  rules  and  eti- 
society  ;,iid  the  easiest  and  most  approved  methods 
aring  to  good  advantage  at  parties,  halls,  the  theatre,  church 

drawing-room. 

DECLAMATION. 

HOW  TO  RECUi  E  AND  BOOK  OF  RECITATIONS. 

!  1  rno  i  popular  selections  in  use,  comprising  Dutch 
■  -  d  nh-M,  Yankee  and  Irish  dialect  pieces,  together 

standard  readings. 

PRIFE  10  CENTS  EACH, 
Address  FRANK  TOUSHY,  Publisher, 


No.  31.  IIOW7  TO  BECOME  A  SPEAKER.— Containing  four¬ 
teen  illustrations,  giving  the  different  positions  requisite  to  become 
a  good  speaker,  reader  and  elocutionist.  Also  containing  gems  from 
all  the  popular  authors  of  prose  and  poetry,  arranged  in  the  most 
simple  and  concise  manner  possible. 

No.  49.  IIOW  TO  DEBATE.-— Giving  rules  for  conducting  de 
hates,  outlines  for  debates,  questions  for  discussion,  and  the  best 
sources  for  procuring  information  on  the  questions  given. 

SOCIETY. 

No.  3.  IIOW  TO  FLIRT. — The  arts  and  wiles  of  flirtation  ar* 
fully  explained  by  this  little  book.  Besides  the  various  methods  of 
handkerchief,  fan,  glove,  parasol,  window  and  hat  flirtation,  it  con¬ 
tains  a  full  list  of  the  languago  and  sentiment  of  flowers,  which  is 
interesting  to  everybody,  both  old  and  young.  You  cannot  be  happy 
without  one. 

No.  A.  HOW  TO  DANCI1  is. the  title  of  a  new  and  handsome 
lil tic  book  just  issued  by  Frank  Touscy.  It  contains  full  instruc¬ 
tions  in  the  art  of  dancing,  etiquette  in  the  ballroom  and  at  parties 
how  to  dress,  and  full  dii’ections  for  calling  off  in  all  popular  square 
dances. 

No.  5.  IIOW  TO  MAKH  LOVE.— A  complete  guide  to  love, 
courtship  and  marriage,  giving,  sensible  advice,  rules  and  etiquetk’ 
to  be  observed,  with  many  curious  and  interesting  things  not  geu 
erally  known. 

No.  17.  IIOW”  TO  DRES3. — Containing  full  instruction  in  the 
art  of  dressing  and  appearing  well  at  home  and  abroad,  giving  the 
selections  of  colors,  material,  and  how  to  have  them  made  u*. 

No.  18.  HOW.  TO  BECOME  BEAUTIFUL.— One  of  the 
brightest  and  most  valuablo  little  books  ever  given  to  the  world. 
Everybody  wishes  to  know  how  to  become  beautiful,  both  aaale  and 
female.  The  secret  is  simple,  and  almost  costless.  Read  this  book 
and  be  convinced  how  to  become  beautiful. 

BIRDS  AND  ANIMALS. 

No..  7.  ITOW.  TO  KEEP  BIRDS. — Handsomely  illustrated  an4 
containing  full  instructions  for  the  management  and  trainiug  of  tfct 
canary,  mockingbird,  bobolink,  blackbird,  paroquet,  parrot,  etc. 

No.  39.  IIOW  TO  RAISE  DOGS,  POULTRY,  PIGEON#  ANB 
RABBITS. — A  useful  and  instructive  book.  Ilandsoanolr  iUws 
trated.  By  Ira  Drofraw. 

No.  40.  HOW  TO  MAKE  AND  SET  TRAPS. — Inclws&stg  hint* 
on  how  to  catch  moles,  weasels,  otter,  rats,  squirrels  a»d  birds. 
Also  how  to  cure  skins.  Copiously  illustrated.  By  J.  Harrington 

Keene. 

No.  *50.  IIOW  TO  STUFF  BIRDS  AND  ANIMALS.-^A  yalu 
able  book,  giving  instructions  in  collecting,  preparing,  ia«»ating 
and  preserving  birds,  animals  and  insects. 

No.  54.  HOW  TO  KEEP  AND  MANAGE  PETS. — Giving  «om 
plete  information  as  to  the  manner  and  method  of  raising,  keeping, 
faming,  breeding  and  managing  all  kinds  of  pets ;  also  giving  fuli 
instructions  for  making  cages,  etc.  Fully  explained  br  twenty 
eight  illustrations,  making  it  the  most  complete  book  of  the  kind 
ever  published. 

miscellaneous. 

No.  S.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  SCIENTIST.— A  usel«J  ami  in 
structive  book,  giving  a  complete  treatise  on  chemistry;  also  ex 
periments  in  acoustics,  mechanics,  mathematics,  chemistry,  and 
directions  for  making  fireworks,  colored  fires  and  gas  balloons, 
Ibis  book  cannot  be  equaled. 

No.  14.  HOW  TO  MAKE  CANDY. — A  complete  h&iwibook  foi 
making  all  kinds  of  candy,  ice  cream,  svrups,  essences,  etc.  etc. 

No.  19.  FRANK  TOFSEY'S  UNITED  STATES  DISTANCE 
TABLES,  POCKET  COMPANION  AND  GUIDE. — Giving  the 
official  distances  on  all  the  railroads  of  the  United  States  and 
Canada.  Also  table  ol  distances  by  water  to  foreign  kack 

fares  in  the  principal  cities,  reports  of  the  census,  etc.,  etc.,  Baking 
it  one  of  the  most  complete  and  handy  books  published. 

No.  38.  HOW  TO  BECOME  YOUR  OWN  DOCTOR.— A 
derful  book,  containing  useful  and  practical  informati**  is  tbt 
treatment  of  ordinary  diseases  and  ailments  commoii  te  every 
family.  Abounding  in  useful  and  effective  recipes  for  general 
plaints. 

No.  55.  HOW  TO  COLLECT  STAMPS  AND  COINS  — 
taining  valuable  information  regarding  the  collecting  and  arranging 
of  stamps  and  coins.  Handsomely  illustrated. 

No.  58.  IIOW  TO  BE  A  DETECTIVE.— By  Old  King  Brady 
the  world-known  detective.  In  which  he  lays  down  some  valuable 
and  sensible  rules  for  beginners,  and  also,  relates  some  adventures 
and  experiences  of  well-known  detectives. 

No.  60.  IIOW  TO  BECOME  A  PHOTOGRAPHER, — Contain 
ing  useful  information  regarding  the  Camera  and  how  te  work  it; 
also  how  to  make  Photographic  Magic  Lantern  Slides  -aud  other 
Transparencies.  Handsomely  illustrated.  By  Captain  W.  De  W 
Abney. 

No.  62.  IIOW  TO  BECOME  A  WEST  POT  NT  MILITARY 
CADET. — Containing  full  explanations  how  to  gain  admittance 
course  of  Study,  Examinations,  Duties,  Stall  of  Officers,  Post 
Guard,  Police  Regulations,  Eire  Department,  and  all  a  boy ’should 
know  to  be  a  Cadet.  Compiled  and  written  by  Lu  Senarens  author 
of  “How  to  Become  a  Naval  Cadet.” 

No.  63.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  NAVAL  CADET.— Complete  in 
struetions  of  how-to  gain  admission  to  the  Annapolis  Naval 
Academy.  Also  containing  the  course  of  instruction,  description 
of  grounds  and  buildings,  historical  sketch,  and  everything  a  bov 
should  know  t<>  become  an  officer  in  the  United  States  Navy*  Voin 
pil.-d  and  written  by  Lu  Senarens,  author  of  “How  to  Become  i 
West  Point  Military  Cadet. 

OR  3  FOR  25  RENTS. 

24  Union  Square,  New  York. 
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LATEST 

Yellow  Dwarf 


ISSUES: 

or,  The  Bradys 


and  the  Opium 


Ching  Foo, 

Smokers.  ... 

The  Brad  vs’  Still  Hunt;  or,  The  Case  that  was  Won  by  Waiting. 
Caught  by  the  Camera:  or,  The  Bradys  and  the  Girl  from  Maine. 
The  Bradys  in  Kentucky  ;  or.  Tracking  a  Mountain  Gang. 

The  Marked  Bank  Note  ;  or.  The  Bradys  Below  the  Dead  Dine. 
The  Bradys  on  Deck;  or,  The  Mystery  of  the  Private  \acht. 

or.  Working  Against  a  Hard  Gang. 


Chase  Through  Canada. 

Case  of  Mr.  Barlow. 

Trapping  the  Crooks  of  the  “Red 


Bradys  and  the  Brooklyn  Bridge 
Running  Down  the  Railroad 


or, 


Fiends. 

Custom 

Circus 


The 

The 

The 

The 

The 


on  the  Rail  ; 
and  the  Spy 


or,  The  Boy  Slaves  of  “Little  Italy.” 
or,  The  Keen  Detectives’  Greatest. 


or,  A  Mystery  of  the  Lightning  Express. 
;  or,  Working  Against  the  Police  Depart- 
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The  Bradys  in  a  Trap 
Over  the  Line  ;  or,  The  Bradys' 

The  Bradys  in  Society  :  or.  The 
The  Bradys  in  the  Slums ;  or. 

Light  District.” 

Found  in  the  River;  or,  The 
Mystery. 

The  Bradys  and  the  Missing  Box 

Thieves.  „r_ 

The  Queen  of  Chinatown  .  or.  The  Bradys  Among  the  Hop 
The  Bradys  and  the  Girl  Smuggler;  or,  Working  for  the 
Douse.  ,,  , 

The  Bradys  and  the  Runaway  Boys ;  or,  Shadowing  the 
Sharps. 

The  Bradys  and  the  Ghosts;  or,  Solving  the  Mystery  of  the  Old 
Church  Yard. 

The  Bradys  and  the  Brokers:  or,  A  Desperate  Game  In  Wall  Street. 
Bradys’  Fight  to  a  Finish  ;  or.  Winning  a  Desperate  Case. 
Bradys’  Race  for  Life;  or.  Rounding  Up  a  Tough  Trio. 

Bradys’  Last  Chance  ;  or,  The  Case  in  the  Dark. 

Bradys  on  the  Road  ;  or.  The  Strange  Case  of  a  Drummer. 

Girl  in  Black  ;  or.  The  Bradys  Trapping  a  Confidence  Queen 
The  Bradys  in  Mulberry  Bend 
The  Bradys’  Battle  for  Life 
Peril. 

The  Bradys  and  the  Mad  Doctor ;  or,  The  Haunted  Mill  in  the 
Marsh. 

The  Bradys 
The  Bradys 
ment. 

The  Bradys’  Deep  Deal  ;  or,  Hand-in-Glove  with  Crime. 

The  Bradys  in  a  Snare  ;  or,  The  Worst  Case  of  All. 

The  Bradys  Beyond  Their  Depth  ;  or,  The  Great  Swamp  Mystery. 
The  Bradys'  Hopeless  Case  ;  or.  Against  Plain  Evidence. 

The  Bradys  at  the  Helm  ;  or,  the  Mystery  of  the  River  Steamer. 
The  Bradys  in  Washington  ;  or,  Working  for  the  President. 

The  Bradys  Duped  ;  or,  The  Cunning  Work  of  Clever  Crooks. 

The  Bradys  in  Maine  :  or.  Solving  the  Great  Camp  Mystery. 

The  Bradys  on  the  Great  Lakes  ;  or,  Tracking  the  Canada  Gang. 
The  Bradys  in  Montana  ;  or,  The  Great  Copper  Mine  Case. 

The  Bradys  Hemmed  In  ;  or,  Their  Case  in  Arizona. 

The  Bradys  at  Sea  :  or,  A  Hot  Chase  Over  the  Ocean. 

The  Girl  from  London  ;  or,  The  Bradys  After  a  Confidence  Queen. 
The  Bradys  Among  the  Chinamen  ;  or,  The  Yellow  Fiends  of  the 
Opium  Joints. 

The  Bradys  and  the  Pretty  Shop  Girl  ;  or.  The  Grand  Street 
Mystery. 

The  Bradys  and  the  Gypsies ;  or.  Chasing  the  Child  Stealers. 

The  Bradys  and  the  Wrong  Man ;  or,  The  Story  of  a  Strange 
Mistake 

The  Prad.vs  Betrayed  ;  or,  In  the  Hands  of  a  Traitor. 

The  Bradys  and  Their  Doubles;  or,  A  Strange  Tangle  of  Crime. 
The  Bradys  in  the  Everglades  ;  or,  The  Strange  Case  of  a  Summer 
Tourist. 

The  Bradys  Defied  :  or.  The  Hardest  Gang  in  New  York. 

The  Bradys  in  High  Life  ,  or,  The  Great  Society  Mystery. 

The  Bradys  Among  Thieves  ;  or,  Hot  Wrork  in  the  Bowery. 

The  Bradys  and  the  Sharpers  ;  or.  In  Darkest  New  York. 

The  Bradys  and  the  Bandits  ;  or,  Hunting  for  a  Lost  Boy. 

The  Bradys  in  Central  Park  ;  or.  The  Mystery  of  the  Mall. 

The  Bradys  on  their  Muscle;  or,  Shadowing  the  Red  Hook  Gang. 
The  Bradys’  Opium  Joint  Case  ;  or.  Exposing  the  Chinese  Crooks. 
The  Bradys’  Girl  Decoy  ;  or,  Rounding  Up  the  East-Side  Crooks. 
The  Bradys  Under  Fire ;  or,  Tracking  a  Gang  of  Outlaws. 
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House. 

Among 


the 


The  Bradys  at  the  Beach  ;  or,  The  Mystery  of  the  Bath 
The  Bradys  and  the  Lost  Gold  Mine,  or,  Hot  Work 

The°Bradys  and  the  Missing  Girl  :  or,  A  Clew  Found  in  the  Dark 
The  Bradys  and  the  Banker  ;  or,  The  Mystery  of  a  Treasure  Vault 
and  the  Boy  Acrobat;  or,  Tracing  up  a  Theatrical 


The  Bradys 
Case. 

The  Bradys 
The  Bradys 
The  Bradys 
Frontier 
The  Bradys 
Tamers. 
The  Bradys 
The  Bradys 
The  Bradys 
The  Bradys 
Package. 

The  Bradys 
The  Bradys 
Fiends. 
The  Bradys 


and  Bad  Man  Smith 
and  the  Veiled  Girl 
and  the  Deadshot 


;  or,  The  Gang  of  Black  Bar. 

;  or,  Piping  the  Tombs  Mystery. 
Gang ;  or,  Lively  Work  on  the 


with  a  Circus  ;  or,  On  the  Road  with  the  Wild  Beast 

in  W’yoming  ;  or.  Tracking  the  Mountain  Men. 
at  Coney  Island;  or,  Trapping  the  Sea-sideCrooks. 


and  the  Road  Agents  ; 
and  the  Bank  Clerk 


or,  The  Great 
;  or,  Tracing 


Deadwood  Case, 
a  Lost  Money 


on  the  Race  Track :  or,  Beating  the  Sharpers, 
in  the  Chinese  Quarter  ;  or, 


The  Queen  of  the  Opium 
Wild  Adventures  in  the 


and  the  Counterfeiters  ;  or. 

Blue  Ridge  Mountains. 

The  Bradys  in  the  Dens  of  New  York 
Street  Mystery.- 

The  Bradys  and  the  Rail  Road  Thieves 
Midnight  Train. 

The  Bradys  after  the  Pickpockets  ;  or, 

oing  District.  •  „  ,  _ 

The  Bradys  and  the  Broker;  or.  The  Plot  to  Steal  a  1  ortune. 

as  Reporters  :  or,  Working  for  a  Newspaper, 
and  the  Lost  Ranche  ;  or.  The  Strange  Case  in  Texas, 
and  the  Signal  Boy  ;  or.  the  Great  Train  Robbery, 
and  Bunco  Bill ;  or,  The  Cleverest  Crook  in  New 


or.  Working  on  the  JoTin 
or.  The  Mystery  of  the 
Keen  Work  in  the  Shop- 


The  Bradys 
The  Bradys 
The  Bradys 
The  Bradys 
York. 

The  Bradys 


and  the  Female  Detective 
Customs  Inspectors. 

The  Bradys  and  the  Bank  Mystery 
Million. 

The  Bradys  at  Cripple  Creek 
The  Bradys  and  the  Harbor 
The  Bradys  in  Five  Points  ; 

Fan  Toy,  the  Opium  Queen 
Smugglers. 

The  Bradys’  Poy  Pupil  ;  or.  Sifting 
in  the  Jaws  of  Death  ; 


or.  Leagued  with  the 
or.  The  Search  for  a  Stolen 


;  or.  Knocking  out  the  “Bad  Men.’’ 
Gang ;  or.  Sharp  Work  after  Dark, 
or.  The  Skeleton  in  the  Cellar, 
or.  The  Bradys  and  the  Chinese 


Strange  Evidence. 

or.  Trapping  the  Wire  Tap- 


and 

and 


the 

the 


Typewriter  ; 
Bandit  King 


or,  The  Office 
;  or,  Chasing 


Boy’s  Secret, 
the  Mountain 


and  the  Drug  Slaves 

Anarchist  Queen 


or,  The  l'ellow  Demons  of 


the 


or, 


Running 


The  Bradys 
pers. 

The  Bradys 

The  Bradys 
Thieves. 

The  Bradys 
Chinatown. 

The  Bradys  and 
“Reds.” 

The  Bradys  and  the  Hotel  Crooks 

The  Bradys  and  the  Wharf  Rats  : 
bor. 

The  Bradys  and  the  House  of 
Work. 

The  Bradys’  Winning  Game  ;  or.  Playing  Against  the  Gamblers. 
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